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' | {The Lover in Faſhion, being an Account 
| from ZICIDVS to LYSANDER, of 
1 his Voyage from the Iſland of Love. 


By Ms 4. BEAHN. /- 


To which is added a Miſcellany of New Poems 

| and Songs, by ſeveral Hands. 

. The Second Edition. 

| LOWDON, 

Printed for Francis Saunders in the Lower- 
Walk of the New-Exchange, 1 69 7. 
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The Right Honourable, 
| EARL of SALISBURY, | 


VISCOUNT CRAMBORN, 


AND 


BARONOdf ISLINGTON 


kh 


My LorD, 


HO ſLoald one celibrate with Verſe and 

Song, but the Great, the Noble and 

the Brave? where dedicate an 1fle of Love, 
ut to the Gay, the Soft and Young ? and who 


amongt Men can lay a better claim to theſe 
a Aa than 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


— 


than Your Lordſhip * who like the Sun new 
riſen with the early Day, looks round the World 
and ſees nothing it cannot claim an intereſt 
in ( for what cannot Wit, Beauty, Wealth and, 
Honour claim? ) The violent ſtorms of Sedi-l | 
tion and Rebellion are hufſh'd and calm'd ;| | 
black Treaſon is retir d to its old abode, thef ; 
dark Abyſs of Hell; the myſterious Riddles of 
Politick Knaves nd Fools, which ſo long as 
muſed and troubled the World's repoſe, are, 
tuckily unfolded ; and Your Lordſhip is ſalu- 
ted at Tour firſt coming forth, Fur foft ſer-Þ; 
ting out for the glorious and happy Race of ſ 
Life, by a Nation all glad, gay and ſmiling ; 
and you have nothing before you but a ravi-, 
ſhing proſpect of eternal foys, and everlaſting 
inviting Pleaſures, and all that Love and 
Fortune can beſtow on their darling Touth, at- 
tend Tou in the noble perſuit ; and nothing can 
prevent Tour being the moſt happy of her 
Favourites, but a too eager flight, a two ſwift 
ſpeed o'er the charming flowry Meads and 
Plains that lie in view, between Your ſetting 
out and the end of Tour glorious Chaſe. A long 
and illuſtrious race of Nobility has attended 
Tour 
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Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Tour great Name, but none I believe ever came 


ges; amongſt which, my Lord, tis not the 
leaft that Tou have the glory to be truly Loy- 
al, and to be adorn'd with thoſe excellent 
Principles, which render Nobility fo abſolute- 
Ny worth the Veneration which is paid 'em; tis 
thoſe, my Lord, and not the Title that make 
it truly great : Grandeur in any other ſerves 
Þ but ro point 'em out more particularly to the 
J Vorld, and ſhew their Faults with the grea- 
Yer magnitude, and render *em more liable 
to contempt and that Reward which juſtly per- 
Þ ſues Ingratitude; nor is it, my Lord, the ma- 
|| 7y unhappy Examples this Age has produc'd 
that has deter d you from herding with the 
buſie Unfortunates, and bringing Tour power- 
full aid to their deteſtable cauſe, but a noble 
Honeſty in Tour Nature, a Generofity in Tour 
Soul. That even part of Tour Education had 
the good fortune not to be able to corrupt ;, no 
Opinion cou 'd byaſs You, no Precedent debauch 
Fou; though all the fanfied Glories of Power 
were promis'd Tou, though all the Contempt 
thrown on good and brave Men, all the ſub- 
A 3 tile 
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into the World with Tour Lordſhip's advanta- 


Epifte Dedicatory. 
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tile Gone: of the old Serpent, were 


us'd againſt the beſt of Rings and his illu- 
flrious Succeſſour, ſtill You were unmor'd ; 
Tour young fticut Heart with a Gallantry and 
Force unuſual refifled and defied the git- 
ded Bait, Laugh d at the induſtrious Politichs 
of the bufie Wiſe, and flubbornly Loyal, con- 
temn'd the Pak of the Grave. Go on, 
my Lord, advance in Noble reſolution, grow 


wp in ſirength of Loyalty, ſettle it about Tour 


Soul, root it there lihe the firſt Principles of 


Religion, which nothing ever throughly defa- 
ces, and which in ſpizht of even Reaſon the 
Soul retains, whatever little Debaurheries the 
Tongue may commit ; Tou that are preat , 
are born the Bulwarks of ſacred Maj ly, its 
defence againſt- ail the ſtorms of Fate, the 
Safety of the People in the Supporters of the 
Throne ; and Gas none that ever obey'd the 
Laws of God and the Difates of Honour ever 
Þaid thoſe Daties to a Sovereign that more 


truly mer rited the Defence and Adorations of 


his 47 -ok than this of ours; and tis a bleſ- 
ſing ( ſince we are oblig'd 10-render it 26 the 
werſt of Tyrant Kings ) that we have one 


who 


_ Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


| who jo well juſlifies that intire Love and Sub- 
mil/on we ought to pay him. Tou, my Lord, are 
one whom T houſands of good Men look up te 
with wendrous Veneration and foy, when . tis 
ſaid Tour Lerdjbip amongſt Tour other Vertues 
is Loyal too, a true Tory! ( a word of Ho- 
nour now, the Royal Cauſe has ſanfified it,) 
and though Tour Lordjhip needs no encou- 
ragement t0 a good that rewards it ſelf, yet 
1 am conſident You are not onely rank'd in 
the efleem of the beſt of Monarchs, but we 
Jha!l behold you as one of our Preſervers, and 
21 England as one of its great Patrons, when 
Ages that ſhall come ſhall find Tour noble 
Name inroll'd amongſt the Friends to Monar- 
chy in an Age of ſo villainous Corruption © 
Jes, my Lord, they will find it there and 
- bleſs You. lis this, my Lord, with every 
other Grace and Noble Vertue that adorns 
Tou, and gives the World fach promiſes of 
Wonders in You, that makes me ambitious t0 
be the firſt in the Croud of Tour Admirers , 
that ſhail have the honour to celibrate Tour 
great Name. Be pleaſed then, my Lord, 
to arcept this Little Piece, which lazy Mi- 
| A 4  nutes 
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Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
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mites begot and hard Fate has oblig'd me to 
bring forth into the cenſuring World, to 
Which if any thing can reconcile it, "twill be 
the glory it has to bear Tour Noble Name in 
the front, and\to be Patronized by ſo preat 
and good a Man : Permit but my Zeal for 
Your Lordſhip to attone for the reſt of my 
Faults, and Tour Lordſhip will extremely| 
oblige, 


My Lord, 


Your Lordſhip's moſt Humble, 


and moſt Obedient Servant, 


A, Bebn. 


8 


Bi: [a 3 
Mrs. BEHN, 
ON THE 


_ PUBLISHING 


IPOEMS. 


Madam, 


Ong has Wit's injur'd Empire been oppreſt 
By Rhiming Fools, this Nations common Jeſt, 

And ſunk beneath the wezght of heavy /tafes, 
In Tory Ballads and Whig Epitaphs ; 
The Ogs and Doegs reign'd, nay Baxter's zeal, 
-Has not been wanting too in writing //; 
Yet ſtill in ſpight of what the dull can doe, 
'Tis here aſſerted and adorn'd by you. 
This Book come forth, their credit muſt decay, 
Ill Spirits vaniſh at th'approach of day : 


And 


—c___. 


And juſtly we before your envy'd feer, 
There where our Hearts are due our Pens ſubmit ; 
Neer to reſume the baffled things again, 

Unleſs in Songs of 7Triamph to thy Name; 

Which are outdone by every Verſe of thine, 

Where thy own Fame does with more luſtre ſhine, | 
Than all that we can give who in thy Praiſes join 
Fair as the face of Heaven, when no thick Cloud 

Or darkning Storm the glorious proſpect throud; 
In all its beauteous parts ſhines thy bright ſtyle, 
And beyond Humane Wit commedns thy Skill; 
With all the :hought and vigour of our Sex 

The moving ſoftneſs of your own you mix. 

The Queen of Beauty and the God of Wars 
Imbracing lie in thy due temper'd Verſe, | 

Yenus her ſweetneſs and the torce of Mars. 
Thus thy laxuriant Muſe her pleaſure takes, 
As God of old in Edew's li full walks; 
*The Beautics of her new Creation view q, 
Full of content She ſecs that it is good. 

Come then you in{pird Swains and join your Verſe, 

Though all in vain to add a Fame to hers ; 
But then your Song will beſt Apo/o pleaſe, 
When it is fraight with this his Favorzee's praiſe. 
Declare how when her learned Harp ſhe {irung, 
Our joyliull 77/azd with the Mulick. rang ; 
Deſcending Graces left their Heavenly ſeat, 
To take their place in every Line the writ; 
Where ſweeteſt Charms as in her Perſon ſmile, 
Her Face's Beauty's copy'd in her ſtyle. 
Say how as ſhe did her juſt skill improve 

In the beſt Art and in ſoft Tales of Love. 
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Some well ſung Paſſion with ſucceſs the crown'd, 
The melting Virgins languiihd at rhe found. 
And envying . Swains durit not the Pipe inſpire, 
They'd notiung then to doe but to admire. _ 
Shepherds and Nymphs, to Pan direct your Prayer, 
it PR he your Vows will hear, 0 
'o make you /img, and make you /ooft like her. 
But, Nymphs and Swazns, your hopes are all in vain,. 
Forſuch bright Eyes, and ſuch a tunctull Pew. _ 
How many of her Sex ſpend halt their days, . 
To catch ſome Fool by managing a Face? 
Bur ſhe ſecure of charming has confin'd 
Her wiſer care Cadory and dreſs the Mind. 
Beauty may fade, but everlaſt: ing Yerſe 
Exempts the Letter portion from the ZZearſe.. 
The matchleſs 7t and Fancy of the Fair, ” 
Which moves our exvy and our Sons deſpair. E's 
Long they ſhall Jive a mozument of her Fame, 
And to Eternity extend her Name ; 
W hile After-times deſervedly approve 
The choicelt objec of this Ages Love. 
For when rhey reade, gheſſing how far ſhe chartn'd, 
With that bright Body with ſuch W3# inform ; 
They will give heed and credzt to our Verſe, - 
When we the Wonders of her Face rehearſe. 


7. Cooper. 
| Buckden, Nov. 2.5, 


1693. 
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To ASTRAA, on her Poems. 


IS not enough toreade and to admire, - 
| Thy facred Verſedoesnobler thoughts inſpire, 
Striking on every breaſt Poetick fire : 
\ The God of Wit attends with chearfull Rays, 
| Warming the dulleſt Statue into praiſe. 
-_ Hail then, delight of Heaven and pride of Earth, 
{ Bleſt by each Muſe at thy auſpicious birth ; 
S Soft Love and Majeſty have fram'd thy Mind, 
To ſhew the Beauties of both Sexes join'd : 
” Thy Lines may challenge, like young David's face, 
” A Female Sweetneſs and a Manly Grace ; 
Thy tender notions in looſe numbers flow, 
With a ſtrange power to charm where e'er they go : 
And when in ſtronger ſounds thy voice we hear, 
 Atall the skilfull points you arm'd appear. 
| Which way ſor thou doſt thy ſelf expreſs, 
Wefind thy Beauty out im every dreſs; 
{> Such work ſo gently wrought, ſo ſtrongly fine, 
>. Cannot be wrought by hands all Maſculine. 
+ In vain proud Man weak Woman wou'd controul], 
> No Man can argue now againſt a Woman's Soul. 


FE 


>; 
=, 
f 
4 9 
#7 0 . ® 
F 
* 


a 


PX 
_ — 


To the excellent Madam Behn, on her Poems, 


'F Was vain for Man the Laurels to perſue, 
$ (Eenfromthe God of Wit bright Daphne flew) 
Man, Whoſe courſe compound damps the Mufes fire, 
Tt does but touch our Earth and ſoon expire; At 
While in the ſofter kind th #therial flame, 
Spreads and rejoices as from Heaven it came : 
This Greece in Sappho, in Orinda knew 
Our Iſle ; though they were but low types to you 5 
But the faint dawn to your illuſtrious day, 
To make us patient of your brighter Ray. 
Oft may we ſee ſome wretched ſtory told; 
In du&tile ſenſe ſpread thin as leaves of Gold. 
You have ingrolt th'iineſtimable Mine; ; 
Which in well poliſht Numbers you refine, : 
While till the folid Maſs ſhines thick in every Line. 
Yet neither ſex do you ſurpaſs alone, 
Both in your Verſe are in their glory ſhown, 0 
Both Phebus and Minerva are your own. 
Whule in the ſofteſt dreſs you Wit diſpenſe, 
With all the Nerves of Reaſon and of Senſe. 
In mingled Beauties we at once may trace 
A Female Sweetneſs and a Manly Grace. 
No wonder 'tis the De/phian God of old 
Wou'd have his Oracles by Women told. 
But oh! who cer fo ſweetly could repeat 
Soft lays of Love, and youths delightfull heat 2 
It Love's Misfortunes be your mournfull Theme, 
No dying Swan on fair Cayſter's ſtream, 


Expires © 


_ — 
——— —_ 


Expires fo ſweet, houg 1 h with h his numerous Moan, 
"The fading Banks and ſaffering Mountains groan. 
It you the antle Paſſions wou'd inſpire, 
With what refiſtleſs Charms you breathe deſire? 
No Heart ſo ſavage, ſo relentlets none, 
As can the ſweet Captivity difown : 
Ah, needs muſt ſhe th'unwary Soul ſurpriſe, 
Whoſe Pen fheds Flames as dangerous as her Eyes. 


F. 4DAMS. 


To the Authour, on her Voyage to the 
Iii; 71d of Love. 


O ſpeak of thee no Muſe will I invoke, 
Thon onely canlt inſpire what thou'd be ſpoke; 
For all their wealth the Nine have given to thee, 
Thy rich and flowing fiream has lett them dry : 
Cupid may throw away his uſeleſs Darts, 
Thowſt lent him one will matfacre more Hearts 
{> Thanall his ſtore, thy Pen difarms vs fo, 
| We yield our ſelves to the firit beauteous Foe ; 
The eaſe ſoftneſs of thy thoughts ſurpriſe, 
And this new way Love ſteais into our Eyes ; 
Thy gliding Verſe comes on us unawares, 
No rumbling Metaphors alarm our Ears, 
And puts us in a poſture of detence ; 
We are undone and never know from WHence. 
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So to tl Aſſyrian Camp the Angel flew, 
And in the ſilent Night his Millions flew. 
Thou leadſt us by the Soul amongſt thy Loves, 

And bindfſt us all in thy inchanting Groves ; - 

Each languiſhes for thy Aminta's Charms, 

Sighs for thy fanſied Raptures in her Armes, 

Sees her in all that killing poſture laid, (Maid, 


—__—_— ——_—— 


When Love and fond Reſpect guarded the ſleeping 


Ferſues her. to the very Bower ot Bliſs, 

Times all the wrecking joys and thinks 'em his ; 

In the ſame Trance with the young pair we lie, 
And in their amorous Ecſtaſies we die. 

You Nymphs, who deaf to Love's ſoft lays have been, 
Reide here, and ſuck the ſweet deſtruction in : 
Smooth is the ſtream and clear is every thought, 
And yet you cannot ſee with what you're caught ; 
Or elle ſo very pleaſing is the Bair, 

With careleſs heed you play and leap at it : 

She poiſons all the Floud with ſuch an art, 

That the dear Philter trickles to the Heart, 

With ſuch bewitching pleaſure that each ſup 

Has all the joys of lite in every drop. 

I ſee the Banks with Love-fick Virgins ſtrow'd, 


Their Boſoms heav'd with the young fluttering God; 


Oh, how they pant and ſtruggle with their pain! 
Yet cannot wiſh their former health again : 
Within their Breaſts thy warmth and ſpirit glows, 
And in their Eyes thy ſtreaming ſoftneſs flows; 
Thy Raptures are transfusd rhrough every vein, 
And thy bleſt hour in all their heads does reign ; _ . 
The Ice that chills the Soul thou doſt remove, 


And meltſt it into tenderneſs and Love ; 
| The 
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Such pas took Nature with your Heav'nly Face, 
Fornrd it for Love, and moulded every Grace; 
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The flints about their Hearts dance to thy lays, 
Till the quick motion ſets 'em on a Blaze. 
Orpheus and you the ſtones do both inſpire, - 
But onely you out of thoſe flints ſtrike fire, 
Not with a ſudden Spark, a ſhort liv'd Blaze, 
Like Womens Paſſions in our Gilting days ; 
But what you fire burns with a conſtant flame, 


Like what you write, and always is the ſame. 


Riſe all ye weeping Youth, riſe and appear, 
Whom gloomy Fate has damn'd to black Deſpair ; 
Start from the ground and throw your Mourning by, 
Loves great Su/tana fays you ſhall not die : 

The diſmal dark half year is over paſt, 

The Sea is opd, the Sun ſhines out at laſt, 

And Trading's free, the ſtorms are huſht as death, 
Or happy Lovers raviſht out of breath ; 

And liſten to Aſirea's Harmony, | 
Such power has elevated Poetry. 


To the Lovely Witty Aftrza, on her 
Excellent Poems. | 


FH, wonder of thy Sex ! Where can we ſee, 
Beauty and Knowledge join'd except in thee 2 ] 


I doubted 


\ 


I doubted firſt and feard that you had been 

Unfiniſh'd left like other She's withun : 

I ſee the folly of that fear, and find 

Your Face is not more beauteous than your Mind : 

Whoe'er beheld you with a Heart unmov'd, 

That ſent not ſighs, and ſaid within he lov'd 2 

I gaz'd and found, a then, unknown delight, 

Lite in your Jooks, and Death-to leave the _ 

| What joys, new Worlds of joys has he poſleſt, 

That gain'd the ſought-for welcome of your Breaſt 3 
Your Wit wou'd recommend the homelieſt Face, 

Your Beauty make the dulkeſt Humour pleaſe ; 

But where they both thus gloriouſly are joind, 

All Men ſubmir, you reign in every Mind. 

What Paſſions does your Poetry impart ? d 


It ſhews th'unfathom'd thing a Woman's Heart, 
Tells whar Love is, his Nature and his Art, 
Diſplays the ſeveral Scenes of Hopes and Fears, 
Love's Smiles, his Sighs, his Laughings and his Tears. 
Each Lover here may rcade his difterent Fate, 
His Miſtreſs kindneſs or her ſcornfull hate. 
Come all whom the blind God has led aſtray, 
Here the bewildred Youth is ſhew'd his way : 
Guided by this he may yet love and find 
Eaſe in his Heart, and reaſon in his Mind. 
Thus ſweetly once the charming W lr {trove 
In Heavenly ſounds to gain his hopeleſs Love : 
All the World liſtned but his ſcornfull Fair, 
| Pride ſtopt her ears to whom he bent his prayer. 
Much happier you that can't deſire in vain, 
But what you wiſh as ſoon as wiſh obtain. 
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Upon theſe and other Excellent Works of the 
Incomparable Aſtrea. 


E bold Magicians in Philofophy, 
| That vainly think (next the Almighty three) 
The brighteſt Cherubiz in all the Hierarchy 
Will leave that Glorious Sphere 
And to your wild inchantments will appear ; 
To the tond ſummons of fantaſtick Charms, 
As Barbarous and inexplicable Terms: 
; As thoſe the trembling Scorcerer dreads, 
| When he the Magick Circle treads: 
And as he walks the Myſtick rounds, 
And mutters the deteſted ſounds, 
The Stygzan fiends exalt their wrathfull heads ; 
And all ye bearded Drudges of the Schools, 
That ſweat in vain to mend predeſtin'd fools, 
With ſenfeleſs Jargon and perplexing Rules; 


and with amazement ſtand, 
Behold a bluſh with ſhame and wonder too, 
What Divine Natvre can in Woman doe. 


Behold if you can ſee in all this fertile Land ' 
Such an Anointed head, ſuch an inſpired hand. 
IT. 

Reft on in\ peace, ye bleſſed Spirits, reſt, 

With Imperial bliſs for ever bleſt : 
Upon your facred Urn ſhe ſcorns to tread, 
Or rob the Learned Monuments of the dead: 
Nor need her Muſe a foreign aid implore 


In her own tunefull breaſt there's wonderous _ y 
| | Ha 


_ 


——_—_ 


— 


Had ſhe but flouriſht in theſe times of old, 
When Mortals were amongſt the Gods inrolld, 
She had not now as Woman been Ador'd, 
But with Diviner facrifice Implor'd ; 
— Temples and Altars had preſervd hername 
And ſhe her ſelt been thought Immortal as her fame. 
Il. | 
Curſt be the balefull Tongue that dares abuſe 
The rightfull off-ſpring of her Godlike Muſe : 
And doubly Curſt be he that thinks her Pen 
Can be inflrutted by the beſt of men. _ 
The times to come, (as ſurely ſhe will live, 
As many Ages as are palt, 
' As longas Learning, Senſe, or wit ſurvive, 
As long as the firſt principles of Bodies lalt.) 
The future Ages may perhaps believe 
One ſoft and tender Arm cou'd neer atchieve 
The wonderous deeds that ſhe has done 
So hard a prize her Conqu'ring Muſe has won. 
| But we that live in the great Propheteſles days 
Can we enough proclaim her praiſe, 
We that experience every hour 
The bleſt effects of her Miraculous power? 
To the ſweet Mcſick of her charming tongue, 
In numerous Crowds the raviſht hearers throng : 
And even a Herd of Beaſts as wild as they 
That did the Zhracian Lyre obey, 
Forget their Madneſs and attend her ſong, 
The tunetull Shepherds on the dangerous rocks 
Forſake their Kinds and leave their bleating Flocks, 
And throw their tender Reeds away, 
As ſoon aseer her ſofter Pipe begins to play. 
b )-2 = 


No barren ſubject no untertile ſoil 
Can prove ungratefull to her Muſes Toll, 
Warm'd with the Heavenly influence of her Brain, 
Upon the dry and {andy plain, 
On craggy, Mountains cover'd o'er with Snow, 
The blooming Roſe and fragrant Jes min grow : 
When in her powerſull Poetick hand, 


She waves the myſtick wand, (flow. 
Srreight irom the hardeſt Rocks the ſweeteſt numbers 
: IV. | 


Hail bright 7rania! Erato hall ! 
Melpomene, Polymnia, Euterpe, hail ! 
And all ye bleſſed powers that inſpire 
The Heaven-born Soul with intellectual fire ; 
Pardon my humble and unhallow'd Mule, 
It the too great a veneration uſe, 
And proſtrate at your beſt lov'd Darling's feet 
Your holy Fane with ſacred honour greet : 
i-cr more than Pythian Oracles are fo divine, 
You {ure not onely virtually are 
Within the glorious Shrine, 
But. you your very ſelves muſt needs be there. 
The Delzan Prophet did at firſt ordain, 
That even the mighty Nine ſhould reign, 
in diftant Empires of different Clime; 
And it in her trumphant Throne, | 
>ie rules thoſe learned Regions alone, (Rhime. 
: © famd Pyerzdes are out-done by her omnipotent 
#2 Proper Cells her large capacious Brain 
{ie 1mages of all things does contain, 
As bright almoſt as were th*Ideas laid, 
{.: the laſt model &er the World was made. 


And 


Mm 
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And though her vaſt conceptions. are fo ſtrong, 
The powerfull eloquence of her charming tongue 
Does, clear as the refiſtteſs beams of day, 
To our enlightned- Souls the noble thoughts convey ; — 
Well choſen, well appointed, every word 
Does its full force and natural grace afford; 
And though in her rich treaſury, 
Contusd like Elements great Numbers lie, 
When they their mixture and proportion take, 
What beauteous forms of every kind they make ! 
Such was the Language God himſelf infus'd, 
And ſuch the ſtyle our great Foretather ug'd, 
From one large ſtock the various ſounds he fram'd, 
And every Species of the vaſt Creation nam. 
While moſt of our dull Sex have trod 
In beaten paths of one continued Road, 
Her skilfull and well manag'd Muſe 
Does all the art and ſtrength of different paces uſe: 
For though ſometimes with flackned force, 
She wiſely ſtops her fleeteſt courſe, 
That flow but ſtrong Majeſtick pace 
Shews her the ſwifteſt ſteed of all the choſen Race. 
| Y. , | 
Well has ſhe ſung the learned Daphmss praiſe, 
And crown'd his Temples with immortal Bays ; 
And all that reade him muſt indeed confeſs, 
Th effe&ts of ſuch a cauſe could not be leſs. 
For neer was (at the firſt bold hear begun ) 
So hard and ſwift a Race of glory run, 
| But yet her ſweeter Muſe did tor him more, 
{ Than he himſelf or all Apo/o's fons betore ; 
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For ſhou'd th' ' infatiate luſt of tune, 
Root out the memory of his facred Rhime. 
The poliſhd armour in that fingle:Page 
Would all the tyranny and rage + 
+ Of Fire and Sword dehie, - 
For Daphns can't but with Aftrea die. 
And who' can dark oblivion fear, 
'That is co-eval with her mighty Works and Hep ? 
Ah learned Chymiſt, *tis the onely can 
| By her almighty arm, 
Within the pretious falt collect; 
The true eſſential form, 
And can againſt the: power of death protect 
Not onely Herbs and Trees, but raiſe the buried Man. 
Wretched O Enone's nations fate, | 
That ſhe was born ſo ſoon,: or her bleſt Muſe fo late ! 
*Coud the poor Virgin have like her complain'd, 
She ſoon her perjurd Lover had regain'd, - 
In ſpight of all the fair Seducers tears, + 
In ſpight of all her Vows and Prayers ; 
Such tender accents through his Soul had ran, 
As wou'd have pierc'd the hardeſt heart of Man. 
At every Line the fugitive had:ſwore- _ 
By all the Gods, by all the Powers divine, 
My dear OExene, Tl be ever thine, 
And neer behold the flattering Grecian more. 
How does it pleaſe the learned Roman's Ghoſt 
(The ſweeteſt that rh? Elyfan Field can boaſt) 
To ſee his noble chlo ſo well expreſt, 
P 1155 whgfd ina _—_ Language drelt; 
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Had 
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Had lhe there livd, and he her Genius known, 
So ſoſt, ſo charming, and ſo like his own, 
One of his Works had unattempted been, 

And Ovid neer in mournfull Verſe been ſeen; 
Then the great Czſar to the Scythzan plain, 
From Rome's gay Court had baniſhd him in vain, 
Her plenteous Muſe had all his wants ſupplied, 
And he had flouriſh'd in exalted pride : 
No barbarous Getans had deprav'd his tongue, 
For he had onely liſtned to her Song, 
Not as an exile, but proſcribd by choice, 
Pleasd with her Form, and raviſhd with her voice. 
His laſt and deareſt part of Life, 
Free from noiſe and glorious ſtrife, 
He there had ſpent within her ſofter Armes, 
And ſoon forgot the Royal Fulia's charmes. 
VII. 

Long may ſhe ſcourge this mad rebellious Age, Y 
And ſtem the torrent of Fanatick rage, d 
That once had almoſt overwhelm'd the Stage. 
O'er all the Land the dire contagion ſpread, 
And e'en Apo/lo's Sons apoſtate fled : 
Bur while that ſpurious race imploy'd their parts 
In ſtudying ſtrategems and ſubtile arts, d 
To alienate their Prince's Subjects hearts, 
Her Loyal Muſe {till tun'd her loudeſt ſtrings, 
To ting the praiſes of the beſt of Kings. 
And, Q ye ſacred and immortal Gods, 
From the bleſt Manſions of your bright aboads, 
To the firſt Chaos let us all be hurld, 

Eer ſuch vile wretches ſhould reform the World, 
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If they in ſulphurous flames muſt onely dwell, 
The Curſed Caitiffs hardly merit Hell. 
Were not thoſe vile Achzrophels fo lov'd, 
(The blind, the fenſeleſs and deluded Crowd) 
Did they but halt his Royal Vertues know, 
But halt the blefliogs which to him they owe, 
His long forbearance to provoking times, 
And God-like mercy to the worſt of crimes : 
| Thoſe murmuring Shimez's, even they alone, þ 


' Thatin all villany ſo far excell, |}. þ 


Cou'd they beſtow a greater than his own, 
Wou'd from a Cottage raiſe him to a Throne. 
VIIE. 
See, ye dull Scriblers of this frantick Age, 
That load the Preſs, and fo o'erwhelm the Stage, 
That een the nobleit art that e'er was known, 
As great asan Egyptian Plague is grown : 
Behold, ye fcrawhing Locuſts, what ye've done, 
What a dire judgment is: brought down, 
By your curſt Dogrel Rhimes upon the Town ; 
On Fools and Rebels hangs an equal Fare, 
And both may now repent too late, (gone. 
For the great Charter of your Wit as well as Trade 1s 
Once more the tam'd 4/trea's come'; 
'Tis ſhe pronounc'd the fatal doom, - 
And has reſtor'd it to the righttull Hears, 
Since Knowledge firſt in Paradiſe was theirs. 
F IX. 


Never was Soul and Body better joynd, 
A Manſion worthy of ſo bleſt a Mind ; 
See but the Shadow of her beauteous face, 
The pretious minitures of eyery Grace, 


There 
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There one may ftiJl ſuch-Charms behold, 
That as Idolaters of old, 

The works of their own hands ador'd, 

And Gods which they themſelves had made implord; 

Fove might again deſcend below, (Image bow. 


And, with her Wit and Beauty charm'd, to his own 


t oh,. the irrevocable doom: of Nature's Laws! - 

How ſoon the brighteſt Scene of Beauty draws! 
Alas, what's all the glittering Pride 

Of the poor periſhing Creatures of a day, 

With what a violent and impetuous Tide, . . 

Eer their flow'd in their glories ebb away 2 

The Pearl, the Diamond and Saphire muft 

Be blended with the common Pebbles duſt, 

And even A/trea with all her ſacred ſtore, 

Be wreckt on Death's inevitable Shore, 


Her Face neer ſeen and:her dearVoice be heard no more, 


And wiſely therefore cer it was too late, 


' She has reversd the fad Decrees of Fate, 


And in deep Characters of immortal Wit, 

So large a memorandum's writ, 
That the bleſt memory of her deathleſs Name 
Shall ſtand recorded in the Book of Fame ; 
When Towns inter'd in their own aſhes lie, 

And Chronicles of Empires die, | 
When Monuments like Men want Tombs to tell 
Where the remains of the vaſt ruines fell. 
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To the excellent Aſtraa. 


E all can well admire, few well can praiſe 
V here ſo great merit does the Subject raiſe : 
X = CORD : To 
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To write our Thoughts alike from dulneſs free, 
On this hand, as on that from flattery ; 
He who wou'd handſomly the Median hit, 
Muſt have no little of A/trea's Wit. 
Let others in the noble Task engage, 
Call you the Phenix, wonder of the Age, 
The Glory of your Sex, the Shame of ours, 
Crown you with Garlands of Rhetorick Flowers ; 
For me, alas, I nothing can deſign, þ 


To render your ſoft Numbers more divine, 

Than by compariſon with theſe of mine : 

As beauteous paintings are ſet off by ſhades, 

And ſome fair Ladies by their dowdy Maids ; 
Yet after all, forgive me if I name 

One Fault where, Madam, you are much to blame, 
To wound with Beauty's fighting on the ſquare, 
But to-o'ercome with Wit too is not fair; 

'Tis like the poiſon'd /»d/an Arrows found, 

For thus youre ſure to kill where once you wound. 


F. W. 
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To Madam A. Bchn on the publication of 


her Poems. 


| Hen the ſad news was ſpread, 
y y The bright, the fair Orznda's dead, 


We ſighd, we mourn'd, we wept, we grievd, 
And fondly with our ſelves conceiv'd, 
A loſs ſo great could never be retreiv'd. 


The 


The Ruddy Warriour laid his Truncheon by, 
Sheath his bright ſword, and glorious Arms forgot, 
The ſounds of Triumph, braggs of Victory, 
Raisd in his Breaſt no emulative thought ; 

For pondring on the common Lot, 
Where is, faid He the Diff rence in the Grave, 
Betwixt the Coward and the Brave?. _ 
Since She, alas, whoſe inſpird Muſe ſhould tell 
To unborn Ages how the Hero fell, 
From the Impoveriſht Ignorant World is fled, 
T inhance the mighty. mighty Number of the dead. 
It. 


The trembling Lover broke his tuneleſs Lute, 
And faid be thou for ever mute: 
Mute as the ſilent ſhades of night, 
Whither Oriada's gone, 
Thy muſicks beſt inſtrucreſs and thy muſicks ſong ; 
She that could make 
Thy inarticulated ſtrings to ſpeak, 
In language ſoft as young deſires, 
Tn language chaſte as Yeſ/tal fires; 
But ſhe hath ta'n her Everlaſting flight: 
Ah! cruel Death, 
How ſhort's the date of Learned breath? 
No ſooner dos the blooming Roſe, 
Dreſt freſh and gay, 
In the embroy'dries of her. Native May, 
Her odorous ſweets expoſe, * 
But with thy fatal knite, 
The agrans flow! r 1s s crop l from olt the ſtalk of life 


IT. 


IL. 
-* Come, ye Syzoicks, come away, 
. You that boaſt an Apathy, 
And view our Golgotha ; 
See how the mourning Virgins all around, - 
With Tributary Tears bedew the facred ground ; 
__ _.. And tell me tell me where's the Eye 
That can be dry, 
Unleſs in hopes (nor are ſuch hopes in vain) 
| Their univerſal cry, 
Should mount the vaulted sky, 
And of the Gods obtain, 
A young ſucceeding Pheznix might ariſe 
From Orinda's ſpicy obſequies. 
Tn Heaven the voice was heard, 
Heaven does the Virgins pray'rs regard; 
And none that dwells on high, 
It once the beauteous Ask, the beauteous can deny. 
| IV. | 
Tis done, *tis done, th' imperial grant is paſt, 
: We have our wiſh at laft, 
And now no more with ſorrow be it faid, 
'f Orinda's dead: 
Since in her feat 4/trea does Appear, 
The God of Wir hath choſen her, 
To bear Orinda's and his Charatter. 
The Laurel Chaplet ſeems to grow 
On her more graceful] Brow ; 
And in her hand 
Look how ſhe waves his facred Wand: 


Loves 


Loves Quiver's tyde 
In an Azure Mantle by her ſide, 
And with more gentle Arts 
Than he who owns the Aureal darts, 
At once ſhe wounds, and heals our hearts. 
| | V. 
Hark how the gladded Nymphs rejoyce, 
And with a gracefull voice, 
Commend Apo/lo's Choice. 
The gladded Nymphs their Guardian Angel greet, 
And chearfully her name repeat, 
And chearfully admire and praile, 
The Loyal muſick of her layes ; 
Whilſt they ſecurely fit, 
.__ Beneaththe banners of her wit, 
And ſcorn th'ill-manner'd Ignorance of thoſe, 
Whoſe Stock's ſo poor they cannot raiſe 
To their dull Muſe one ſubſidy of praiſe, 
Unleſs they re dubb'd the Sexes foes, 
Theſe {quibbs of ſenſe themſelves expoſe. 
Or it with ſtolen light 
They ſhine one night, 
The next their carth-born Lineage ſhows, 
They periſh 1n their ſlime, 
And but to name them, wou'd defile 4/?rea's Rhime. 
VI. 
But you that would be truely wiſe, 
And vertues fair /dea prize ; 
You that would improve 
In harmeleſs Arts of not indecent Love: 
Arts that Romes fam'd Maſter never taught, 
Or in the Shops of fartune's bought. | 
| Would 


Would you know what Wit doth mean, 
Pleaſant wit yet not obſcene, 
The ſeveral garbs that Humours wear, 
The dull, the brisk, the jealous, the ſevere ? 
Wou'd you the pattern ſee 
Of ſpotleſs and untainted Loyalty, 
Deck't in every gracetull word 
That language can afford ; 
Tropes and Figures, Raptures and Conceits that ly, 
Diſperſt 1n all the pleaſant Fields of poelie ? 
Reade you then 4/trea's lines, 
*Tis in thoſe new diſcover d Mines, 
Thoſe golden Quarries that this Ore is found 
With which in Worlds as yet unknown 4/trea ſhall 
(be crown'd. 
VII. | 
And you th' Adventrous ſons of fame, 
You that would ſleep in honours bed 
With glorious Trophies garniſhed ; 
You that with living labours ſtrive 
Your dying Alhes to ſurvive; 
Pay your Tributes to Aſtrea's name 
Her Works can ſpare you immortality, 
For ſure her Works ſhall never dye. 
Pyramids muſt fall and Mauſolean Monuments decay, 
Marble Tombs ſhall crumble into duſt, 
Noifte Wonders of a ſhort-liv'd day, 
That muſt in time yield up their Truit ; 
And had eer this been periſht quite 
- Tth' ruines of Eternal night, 
Had no kind Pen like her's, 
In powerfull numbers powerfull verſe, 


Too potent for the gripes of Avaritious fate, | 
| To theſe our ages loſt declard rheir priſtine State. 


VIII. 
_ (thee, 
But time it ſelf, bright Nymph, ſhall never Conquer 
For when the Globe of vaſt Eternity ; 
Turns up the wrong-ſide of the World, 
And all things are to their firſtChaos hurl'd, 
| Thy laſting praiſe in thy own lines inroll'd, 
With Roman and with the Britiſh Names ſhall Equal 
(honour hold. 
And ſurely none *midſt the Poetick Quire, 
But juſtly will admire | 
The Trophies of thy wit, 
Sublime and gay as eer were yet 
In Charming Numbers writ.\ 
Or YVirgil's Shade or Ovid's Ghoſt, 
Of Ages paſt the pride and boaſt ; 
Or Cowley (firſt of ours) refuſe 
That thou ſhouldſt be Companion of their Muſe. 
And if *twere lawfull to ſuppoſe 
(As where's the Crime or Incongruity,) 
Thoſe awfull Souls concern'd can be 
At any ſublunary thing, 
Alas, I fear they1l grieve to ſee, 
That whilſt I ſing, 
And ſtrive to praiſe, I but diſparage thee. 


( | By F. N. Is. 
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To 


To Madam Behn, on her Poems. 


HEN th Almighty Powers th' Univerſe had 
h fram'd, Lo 

And Man as King, the leſſer World was nam'd, 
The Glorious Conſult ſoon his joys did bleſs, 

And ſent him Woman his chiet happineſs. 

She by an after-birth Heaven did refine, 

And gave her Beauty with a Soul divine ; 

She with delight was Natures chiefelt pride, - 
Dearer.to Man than all the World beſide ; 
Her ſoft embraces charm'd his Manly Soul, 

And ſofter Words his Roughneſs did controul : 

So thou, great Sappho, with thy charming Verle, 

Doſt here the Soul of Poetry rehearſe ; ll - 
From your ſweet Lips ſuch pleaſant Raptures fell, 

As if the Graces ſtrove which ſthou'd excell. 
Th'admiring World when firſt your Lute you ſtrung, 
Became all raviſht with th' immortal Song ; 
: So ſoft and gracetull Love in you is ſeen, 
As if the Muſes had deſign'd you Queen. 
For thee, thou great Britannia of our Land, 
How does thy Praiſe our tunetull Feet command 2 
With what great influence do thy Verles move ? 


How haſt thou ſhewn the various ſenſe of Love? 
Admir'd by us, and bleſt by all above. 
To you all tribute's due, and I can raiſe 
No glory but by ſpeaking in your praiſe. 
Go on and bleſs us dayly with your Pen, 
And we ſhall oft return thee thanks again. 


ZZ. Watſon. 
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T he Golden Ape. 
8 4 Paraphraſe on a Tranſlation out of French. 
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| B= Age ! whenev'ry Purling Stream 
Ran undiſturb'd and clear, (ſeen, 

hen no, ſcorn'd Shepherds on your Banks were 

Tortur'd by Love, by Jealouſie, or Fear ; 

hen an Eternal Spring edreſt ev'ry Bough, 

\nd Bloſſoms fell, by new ones diſpolſeſt ; 

heſe their kind Shade affording alt below, 


\nd thoſe a Bed where all below might reſt. 
B ; The 


- 


2 Poems upon 


Tas Groves appear'd all dreſt with Wreaths offj 
(Flower 
Andiromtheir Leaves dropt Argmatick Shower 
Whoſefragrant Heads in Myſtick Twines above 
Exchang'd their Sweets, and mix'd with thou 
| (land Kiſle7 
As if the willing Branches ftrove 
To beautifie and ſhade the Grove 
Where the young wanton Gods of Love 
Offer their Nobleſt Sacrifice of Bliſſes. 


IL 


Calm was the Air, no Winds blew fierce and lous 
The Skie was dark*ned with no ſullen Otoud ; 

But all the Heay*ns laugh'd with continue 

| ___ Cigb 

And ſeatter'd round their Rays ſerenely bright 

© _ Noother Murmurs filPd the Ear 

But what the Streams and Rivers purl'd, 

When Silver Waves o'er Shining Pebbles curl 
Or when young Zephirs fan'd theGentleBree 

Gathring freſh Sweers from Balmy Flow" 

(and Tres 
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hen bore *em on their Wings to perfurne allthe 
| (Air : 
While to their ſoft arid tender Play, 
The Gray-Plum'd Natives of the Shades 
Unwearied ſing till Love invades, 
Ther Bill, then { ing agen, while Love and Muſick 
(makes the Day. 


U 


I. 


The ftubborn Plough had then, 
Made no rude Rapes upon the Virgin Earth; 
$ Who yeilded of her own accord her plentious 
Without the Aids of men : (Birth, 
A Asif within her Teeming Womb, 
bj All Nature, and all Sexes lay, 
t Whence new Creations every day 
Into the happy World did come : 
The Roſes fill'd with Morning Dew; 
þ Bent down their loaded heads, | | 
T*Adorti the careleſs Shepherds Grafly Beds 
While {till young opening Buds each moment 
( grew 
'T And 
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And as thoſe withered, dreſt his ſhaded Couch 
(a new ; 

Beneath who's boughs the Snakes Gemch 

(dwelt, 

Not doing harm, nor harm from others felt ; 

With whom the Nymphs did Innocently play, 
No ſpightful Venom in the wantons lay ; 


| But to the touch were Soft, and to the ſight were 
( Gay. 


IV. 


'Then no rough ſound of Wars Alarms, 

Had taught the World the needleſs uſe offp 
( Arms: 

Monarchs were uncreated then , 

Thoſe Arbitrary Rulers over mea ; 
Kings that made Laws, firſt broke *em, andſſ | 
( the Gods 

By teaching us Relighn firſt, firſt ſet the World 

| { at Odds: 

Till then Ambition was not known, 
That Poyſon to Content, Bane to Repoſt ; 
Each Swain was Lord o'er his own will alone, 
His 


ſeveral Occaſzons. 


His Innocence Religion was, and Laws. 


; | Nor needed avy troubleſome defence 

ly Againft his Neighbours Inſolence. 

It Flocks, Herds, and every neceſſary good 

= Which bounteous Nature had deſign'd forFood,, 


7,0 Whoſe Kind increaſe o'er-ſpread the Meads 
( and Plaines, 


rel Was then a common Sacrifice to all th* agreeing 
7 ( SWAINES: 
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Right and Property were words ſince made, 
t When Power taught Mankind to invade: 
When Pride and Avarice became a Trade ; 
Carrr''d-on by diſcord, noiſe and wars, 
For which they barter'd wounds and ſcarrs ; 
f And to Inhaunce the MVerchandize, miſcall*d 1t» 
| (Fame» 
And Rapes, Invaſions. Tyrannies , : 
Was gaining of a Glorious Name : 
Stiling their falvage ſlaughters, Victories 3 
Honour, the Errer and the Cheat 
Of the Ill-natur'd Bugey Great, 
Now 
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Nonſence, invented by the Proud , 
Fond Idol of the dlaviſh Crowd , 
Thou wert not known in thoſe bleſt days 


A 


Thy Poyſon was not mit with our unbounded 


( Joys; 
Then it was glory to purſue delight, 


And that was lawtul all,that Pleaſure did invite 
Then "twas the Amorous world injoy'd its 

( Reign; 
And Tyrant Honour ſtrove © uſurp in Vain. 


Wb. 


The flowry Meads the Rivers and the Groves, 
Were filPd with little Gay-wing'd Loves: 


That ever ſmiPd and danc'd and Play a, 
And now the woods, and now the ſtreamesi iN 


( vade 
And where they came all things were gay and 
Ee | (glad: 

When in the Myrtle Groves the Lovers ſat 
Oppreſt with a too fervent heat ; 
A Thouſand Cupids fann'd their wings 2 
( loft, 
And 


ſeveral Occafrons. = 
And through the Boughs the yielded Ayre would 
(await : 
Whoſe parting Leaves diſcovered all below, 
ed - Andevery God his own ſoft power admir'd, 
s: And {mild and fann'd, and ſometimes bent his 
| - cBow ; 
ef Where e'erhe ſaw a Shepherd uninſpir'd, 
tf} The Nymphs were free, no nice, no coy dif- 
_(dain, 
Deny'd their Joyes, or gave the Lover pain ; 
The yielding Maid but kind Reſiſtance makes; 
Trembling and bluſhing are not marks of 


( ſhame, 


But the Effe@ of kindling Flame : 
Which'from the ſighing burning Swain ſhe 
( takes, 

VVliile ſhe with tears all ſoft, and down-caſt- 

( eyes, 

Permits the chin Conqueror to win the 
( prizc. 


"= 
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The Lovers thus, thus uncontrould did meet, || 
Thusall their Joyes and Vows of Love repeat; 
Joyes which were everlaſting, ever new 
And eyery Vow inviolably true : 
Not kept in fear of Gods, no fond Religiouscaulſe, 
Nor 1n Obedience to the duller Laws. 
Thoſe Fopperies of the Gown were then not 
(known, , 
Thoſe vain thoſe Politick Curbs to keep man I & 
| (in, 
VVhoby a fond miſtake Created that a Sin; 
Y Vhich freeborn we, by right of Nature claim 
(our own. 
Who but the Learned and dull moral Fool 
_ Could gravely have forſeen, man ought to live 
| ( by Rule ? 


ao wa a 3. wt 


VIII. 


Oh curled Honour! thou who firft didſt damn, 
A VVoman to the Sin of ſhame; 
| Honour ! 


ſeveral Occaſzons. 


Honour ! that roþ'{ us of our Guft, 
Honour ! that bindred mankind firft, 
[At Loves Eternal Spring to ſquench his amorous 
f ( thirſt. 
'| Honour ! who firſt taught lovely Eyes theart, 
To wound, and not tocure the heart : 
VVith Love to invite, but to forbid with Awe, 
"| And to themſelves preſcribe a Cruel Law ; 
To Veil *em from the Lookers on,. 
When they are ſure the {lave's undone, 
'B And allthe Charmingſt part of Beauty hid ; 
| E Soft Looks,conſenting Wiſhes, all deny'd. 
It gathers up the flowing Hair, 
That looſely plaid with wanton Air. 
| The Envious Net, and ſtinted order hold, 
The lovely Curls of Jet and {hining Gold , 
No more neglected on the Shoulders hurPd ; 
| Now dreſt to Tempt, not gratify the VVorld, 
'E Thou Miſer Honour hord'ſt the facred ſtore, 
And ſtarviſt thy ſelf te keep thy Votaries poor. 
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IX. 


(iree 
Honour ! that putt out words that ſhould be 


\. Intoa ſet Formality. 
Thou baſe Debaucher of the generous heart, 
That teacheſt all our Looks and Aftions Art ; 

What Love deſign'd a ſacred Gift, 
What Naturemade to be poſſeſt , 
Miſtaken Honour, made a Theft, 
For Glorious Love ſhould be confeſt : F 
For when confin'd,all the poor Lover gains, | 
Is broken Sighs,pale Looks, Complaints, & Pain 
Thou Foe to Pleaſure, Nature's worſt Dikeaſe, 
Thou Tyrant over mighty Kings, 
What mak*ſt thou here in Shepheards Cottage; 
Why troubleſt thou, the quiet Shades 8 Spring; 
Be gone, and make thy Fam'd reſort 
To Princes Pallaces ; 
Go Deal and Chafter in the Trading Court, 
That buſie Market for Phantaſtick Things 3 
Be gone and interrupt the ſhort Retreat, 
Of tbe Illuſtrious and the Great ; 
Go break the Polititians {le ep, 


—_—— 


_Oe 


Diſtur 


ſeveral Occaſrons. = 


Difturb the Gay Ambitions Fool, 
That longs for Scepters, Crowns, and Rule, 
| Which not his Title, nor his Wit can keep; 
But let the humble honeſt Swain go on, 
In the bleſt Paths of the firſt rate of man L 
That neareſt were to Gods Alld, (Pride 
And form'd for love alone, difdain'd all other _ 


X. 


Be gone ! and let the Golden age again, 
| Aſſume its Glorious Reign ; 
Let the young wiſhing Maid coofeſs , 
' What all your Arts would keep conceal'd : 
The Myſtery will be reveal'd, 
"J And ſhe in vain denies, whilft we can guels, 
She only ſhows the Jilt to teach man how, 
To turn the falſe Artillery on the Cunning Foe. 
__ Thonempty Viſion hence, be gone, 
_ Andlet the peaceful Swain love on ; 
The {ſwift pac'd hours of life ſoon ſteal away : 
| Stint not yee Gods his ſhort liv'd Joy. 
The Spring decays, but when the Winter's gone, 
The Trees and Flewers a new comes on 


The 
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The Sun may ſet, but when the night is fled, 
And gloomy darkneſs does retire, A 
He riſes from his Watry Bed : | 
All Glorious, Gay, all dreſt in Amorous Fire. 
But Sylvia when your Beauties fade, 
VVhea the freſh Roſes on your Cheeks ſhall die 
Like Flowers that wither in the Shade, 
Eternally they will forgotten lye, 
And no kindSpring their ſweetneſs will fpplyd 
VYhen Snow ſhall on thoſe lovely Treſles Iye 
And your fair Eyes no more ſhall give us pain, 
But ſhoot their pointleſs Darts in vain. 
VVhat will your duller honour fignifie? 
Go boaſt it then ! and ſee what numerous Storcþ 
Ot Lovers, will your Ruin'd Shrine Adore. 
Then let us Sy/viz yet be wile, 
And the Gay haſty minutes prize : 
The Sun and Spring receive but our ſhort Light, 
Once ſett, a fleep brings an Eternal Night. 


ſeveral: Occafzons. I3 


A Farewel to Celladon, On his 


Going into Ireland. 


Pindarique. 


—" Arewell the Great,the Braveand Good, 
By all admir'd and underſtood ; 

| For all thy vertues ſo extenſive are, 
VVrit in ſo noble and fo plain a Character , 
That they inſtruct humanity what to do, 
How to reward and imitate %em too, 

The mighty Ceſar found and knew, 

The Value of a Swain ſo true: 


And early calld the Induſtrious Youth from 
( Groves 


VVhere tat he lay, 
And knew no greater Joyes, nor Power then 
| (Loves ; 
VVhich all the day 
The careleſs and delighted Ce/lado» Improves; 
50 
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So the firſt man in Paradice was laid, I 
So bleſt beneath his own dear fragrant ſhade; || | 
Till falſe Ambition made him range, 
So the Almighty call'd him forth , 

And though for Empire hedid Edez change ; | * 
Leſs Charming *twas, and far leſs worth. 


II. 


Yet he obeyes and leaves the peaceful Plains, . 
The weeping Nymphs, and ſighing Swains, 
Obeys the mighty voice of Fove. 

The Diftates of his Loyalty purſues, 

' Bugneſs Debauches all his hours of Love ; 

Bus'neſs, whoſe hurry, noiſe and news 
Even Natures felf ſubdues; 

Changes her beſt and firſt {implicity, 

Her ſoft, hereaſie quietude 

' Tato mean Arts of cunning Policy, 

The Grave and Drudgins Coxcomb to Deluds 

Say, mighty Celadoz, oh tell me why, 

Thou doſt thy nobler thoughts imploy 
In bug neſs, which alonewas made 

To teach the reſtleſs Stateſman how to Trade 

| Er 


ſeveral Occaſion. I5 
In dark Cabals for Miſchief and Deſign, 


| But n'ere was meant a Curſe to Souls like thine, 


Buſineſs the Check to Mirth and VVat, 
Buſineſs the Rival of the Fair, 
The Bane to Friendſhip, and the Lucky Hit, 
Onely to hoſe that languiſh in Diſpair ; 
Leave then that wretched troubleſome Eſtate 
To him to whom forgetful Heaven, 
Has no one other yertue given, 
But dropt down the unfortunate, 
To Toyl, be Dull, and to be Great. 


[II. 


But thouwhoſe nobler Soul was fram'd, 
For Glorious and Luxuribus Eaſe, 
By Wit adorn'd, by Love inflam'd 
For every Grace, and Beauty Fam'd, 
Form'd for delight, deſign'd to pleaſe, 
Give Give a look to every Joy, 
That youth and laviſh Fortune can invent, 
Nor let Ambition, that falſe God, deſtroy 
Both Heaven and Natures firſt intent. 


But oh in vain is all I fay, 
Botly 
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And you alas mult go, 
' - The Mighty Ceſar to obey, 
And none ſo fit as you. 
Fromall the Envying Croud he calls you forth, 
He knows your Loyalty,and knows your worth; 
He's try'd it oft, and put it to the Teſt, 
It grew in Zeal even whilft it was oppreſt, 
The great, the Godlike Celladoz , 
Unlike the baſe Examples of the times, 
Cou'd never be Corrupted, never won, | 
To ſtain his honeſt blood withRebelC7imes, 
Fearleſs unmov'd he ſtood amidſt the taintec 
| fCrowd, 
And juſtufy'd and own'd his Loyalty aloud. 


IV. 


Flybernia hail | Hail happy Iſle, 
Be glad, and let all Nature ſmile. 
Ye Meads and Plains ſend forth your Gayeſif, 
(Flowers; 

Ye Groves and every Purling Spring, 
VVhere Lovers ſigh, and Birds do ſing, Mr. 

Be glad andgay, for Ce/ladon is yours; T1 
He comes, he comes to grace your Plains. I 


Ty 


ſeveral Orcaſeons, 17 
To Charmthe Nymphs,and bleſs the Swains, 
Ecchoes repeat his Glorious Name 

Toall the Neighbouring Woods and Halls; 
Ye Feather'd Quire chant forth his Fame, 
Ye Fountains, Brooks, and Wand'ring Rills, 
That through the Meadows in Meanders run, 
Tell all your Flowry Brinks, the generous Swain 
(1s come; 


i VI. 

{ Divert him all ye pretty Solitudes, 

And givehis Life ſome ſoftning Interiudes : 
That when his weari'd mind would be, 
From Noife and Rigid Bugnelſs free ; 

He may upon your Moſley Beds lye down, 
Where all is Gloomy, all is Shade, 

With ſome dear Shee, whom Nature made, 
To bepoſleſt by him alone 3 © 
Where the ſoft tale of Love She aeactin 
Mixt with the ruſhing of the wind-blown leaves, 
' The different Notes of Cheerful Birds, 
And diftant Bleating of the Herds : 
Js Muſick far more raviſhing and ſweet, (Great. 
henall the Artful Sonnds that pleaſe che noiſey 
C | VII 


ſ1 


11%. 06s port 
. « , 
(] F k 7 \ 4 29 5: = q 
kw 448 ; N90. (234 ; 
4 y H.. . "+ bh 4p 


Mix thus your Toiles'of Life with Joyes, 
| And for the publick good, prolong your day: 
- Inftru& the VVorld, the great Example! Prov: 
Of Honour, Friendſhip, Loyalty, and Love. | - 
And when your bufier hots ire done; 
And you with Damon fit alone ; 
Damoz the honeſt, brave and young ; | 
VVhom. we. mult Celebxate where you ar 
For you (by Sacred Friendſhip ty'd,):- (uo. 
: Nor Love nor Fate can nere divide ; ''(rur 
VVhen yourafzreeing thoughts ſhallbackwar 
Strveying allthe Conqueſts you have won, 
The Swaines you ave {eit,the ſighingMaids ut 
.- Try if you.cana fatal proſpect take, .. ( done 
: Think if you can a ſoft 1des make : |. * 
S Of what we are, now you are gone, . 
Of what we feel for Ce/lador. 


:4-. _ F 
- ?Tis Celladon the witty and the gay, (Day ly 


That bleſt the Night, and cheer'd the worldalWi. 
| "Th 


] 
ff 


ſeveral :Mccafons. I9 
'Tis Celladon, to whem our Vows belong, «i! 
And Celladox the Ynbjett of our. S0ng. 307 Bl 
For whom the cttt-_5 would: dreſs, the 
conn: "ON 
The praiſe of chefel; of choſeliholloice ;* q 
And if our Joyea:wierdadin das this-Excels;; : 
| Our Pleaftresiby cbjy\preſtnce ION 
Some pittying.Goit help thetsto preſs, ** 
' (What Fancy zinftlet-xiatkflxpteſs. Y 
8 Our Languiſhmems þy:thi [Retptart; #15! 
Y. Pitty our Swainesypitey our Vets more, 
And let that pittylaafterkberrgroubſhore 107 
f And whilſt on hipppdiftint Coat you are; 
ford us all your ſighg,andbtyie blbgdur owe? 
29: T [1279 150 ( 20oW oth }s 2 
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Rusk Boictvy ni. 
Reod nots9 A div Uol your: ©: BAde 
x 7 Hil happyI !Fvromphabe! "Ry 
The Pride.ard: Glory 6f the” Wood; ; 
MyAromatick Boughs and Fruit, 
Did with all other Trees diſpute. 
C2 Had 
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Had right hed Niture to excel; - 

In pleaſing both the-taſt and finel 5 S 
But to the touch I muſt: confeſs, ' 15); + 
Bare an Ungrateful Sullenneſs. 

My Wealth; like baſbful-Virgins, 1" 
Yielded with ſome Retuftancy';! 50 5! 
For , which' my . yallue: _ be: _ 7G 
Not giving -eaſtly: my'ftore.: 7 MGR 
My verdant-Branches ali:the year ect fy S 1 
Did an Eternal Beauty wear; : 
Did ever youngrandgay: appear.” - | 

Nor. needed :anytribute; pay:  - 
For:bounties rom theiGodof Day:! 

Ner>do, bhdld Sypremacyg:i! .. | !is 
( In all the Wood ) ofer every ICY gs 
Bur « even | thoſe too of my own Race, 
Thit &ow Hd in this! bhppyplacsl1 |, K 
But that in which Tel6ry raft, 

And do my ſelf with Reaſon boaſt , 

Beneath my-ſhade the other day, , 
Young Philgcles;and Cloris lay, 19 201-7 


1} 4 a7 
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. ſeveral Occaſpons. 
Upon my Root ſhe lean'd her head, 
And wherei-grew, he made their Bed : 
Whilſt I the Canopy more largely ſpread. 
E Their trembling Limbs did gently preſs , 
T he kind ſupporting yielding Graſs: 

Ne'er half ſo bleſt as now, to bear 

A Swain ſo Young, a Nimph ſo fair : 

My Grateful Shade I kindly lent , 

And every aiding Bough I bent. 

So low, as ſometimes had the bliſle, * 

To rob the Shepherd of a kils, 

Whilſt he in Pleaſures far above 

The Sence of that degree of Love: 
MPermitted every ſtealth I made, 

FUnjealous of his Rival Shade, 

Law *em kindle to deſire, 

MV Vhilſt with ſoft ſighs they blew the fire : 
Saw the approaches of their joy, 

He growing more fierce, and ſhe leſs Coy , 
aw how they mingled melting Rays, 
Exchanging Lovea thouſand ways. 

Kind was theforce on every fide, ! 


benny nnd Jay 


FHer new deſire ſhe could not kide : 


[Nor wou'd the Shepherd be deny'd. - 
i Impatient 


8 ® &@ 8 


Men þ — ani no dronfenti 


The bleſſed Minute he purfu'd ; 


While Love and Shame her Soul Subdu d. 
And now tranſported in his Arms, |: 
Yeilds to the Conqueror all her Chatmes, 
His panting Breaſt, to hers now join'd, ' t 


They feaſt on Raptures unconfin'd ; 
Vaſt and Luxuriant, ſuch as prove ' 
The Immortality of Love. 

For who but a Divinitie, : :: 

. Could mingle Souls to that Degree? . 
Now like the Phenix, both Expire, 
While from the Aſhes of their fire, 
Sprung up a new, and ſoft deſire. 


Like Charmers, thrice they did :nvoke, 


The God! and thrice new vigor took. 
Nor had the Myfterie ended there, 
But Cloris realſnm'd her jear;. 

And chid the Swain, for having preſt, 
What ſhe alas cou'd- not reſiſt ; 


But what ſhe gave by Langyuiſhment, -. 


Whilſt hein whom Loves ſacred flame., / | 
Pefare and after was the ſame, 3 "42 37 
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ſevert] Occaftons. 


' BFondly implor'd ſhe wou'd forget 
NA fault, which he wou'd yet tepeat. 
"from Aftive Joyes with ſome they haſt, 
"To a Reflexion on the paſt; 

[A thouſand times my Covert bleſs, 
That did ſecure their Happineſs : 
Their Gratitude tv every Tree © 
They pay, but molt to happy me; 
The Shepherdelſs my Bark care, 


Whilſt he my Root, Love's Pillow,kift;” : 


Since I muft ſhelter them no-more ; 

| And if before my Joyes were ſuch, 

jy inhaving heard; and feen too much, 
My Grief muſt be as great and high, 
Whet alt abandon'd I fhall be; 
Doom'd to a ſilent Deftinie. 

No more the Charming ſtrife to hear, 
The Shepherds Vows, the Virgins tear ! 


No morea joyful looker on, 


And did with fiths, their Fate deplore, © 


Whilſt Loves ſoft Battels loſt and wong « »-. 
With grief Ibow'd my nan 


And all my Chri ſftal Dew Lſhed.. 
C4 
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Which did in Cloris Pity move, 
C Cloris whoſe Soul i is made of Love; ) 

She cut me down, and did tranſlate, | 
My being to a happier ſtate. } 
No Martyr for Religion dr'd 

With halfthat Unconſidering Pride ; = | 
My top was on that Altar laid, 
Where Love his ſofteſt Offerings paid: 
And was as fragrant Incenſe burn'd, | 

My body.zto Busks was turn'd : 

Where I fill guard the Sacred Store, . 
And of Loves Temple keep the Door. 


—_—_— 
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On the Death of Mr. Grinhil, 


the Famous P inter. 


" Hat: goleful | crys are theſe that | 


YAY (fright my ſence, | 


Bad as the Groans af aying Innocence? 


The 


Gon Occafrons. 25 
The killing Accents now more near Aproach, 
And the Infe&tious Sound, 
Spreads and Inlarges all around; (touch. 
And does all Hearts with Grief and Wonder 
The famons Grizhil dead ! even he, 
That cou'd to us-give Immorralitie ; 
S Ts to the Eternal ſilent Groves withdrawn, 
Thoſe ſullen Groves of Everlaſting Dawn ; 
Youtlifub: as Flowers, ſcarce blown, whoſe 
S ( opening Leaves, 
A wondrous and a fragrant Proſpect gives, 
Of what it's Elder Beauties wou'd diſplay, 
When they ſhould flouriſh up to ripning May. 
Witty as Poezs, warm'd with Love and Wine, 
Yet ſtill ſpar*d Heaven and his Friend, 
For bath to him were Sacred and Divine: 
Nor. could he this no. more then that offend. 
Fixt as a Martyr where he friendſhip paid , 
And Generous as a God, 
\ Diſtributing his Bounties all abroad ; 
And ſoft and gentle as a Love-ſick Maid, 
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_Great Maſter of the Nobleſt Myſterie; Pp 
That ever happy Knowledge did-inſpire ; 
Sacred as that of Poetry, +. Gadmir} 
And which. the: wond”ritig /World does equal) 
_ Great Natures work-we do contemn; ; | 
When on hits Glorious Births we:meditate : 
. The Face and Eies, more Darts receiv*d fron 
._ Theft all the Charms ſhe can create. (hin 
The Difference is, his Beauties doibeget 
::In the inamonr'd Soul a Vettuous Heat:: .. 
+: While Natutes Groffer Pieces move, 
In the. Eoutſe road of Common; Love : 
So bold, yet ſoft; his tonches were; | 
Sorourid-each part?s fo ſweet ahd fair. 
That as his Pencil mov*d men:thought it preſt, 
The Lively imitating riſing Breaſt; (reli 
Which yield like Clouds, where little Angel 
The Lirdbs all eafy as his Temper was; j 
Strong as his Mind, and manly too; 
Large as his Soul his fancy was, and new: Þ 
And from himſelf he copyedevery Grace, 


Fot 
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7 Fophe had all cthatcow'd adott aFacs, | 


% 
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All that cou'd eittior So "abtus, 


alc rei C33 11IV > 2 
Fry 7, It. ; 
Ls | (Pride, 


S Each Excellence gz had thit Youth has 1 in its 


"Andall Experienc'd Agecou'd teach, * 
At ofice the vigorous fire of this, 


Ande every \ vertue which that cou'd Expreſs. 


1n all the heights that both could reach; 


| And” yet alas, in this PerfeCtion di'd. 


Dropt like a Bloſſom with a Northern blaſt, 
( When all the ſcatter'd. Leaves abroad are 
( caſt; ) 
As quick as if his fate had been, in haſt : 
"*&o have I ſen a an unfit Star, : 
Out-ſkine the reſt of all the Numerous Train, 
As bright as that which Guides the Marriner, 


Dart {wiftly from its darken'd Sphere : 


And nere ſhall light the World again. 


IV. 


Ah why ſhou'd ſo much knowledge die! 
Or with his laſt kind þreath, - 


Why 


28 Porno upon -. 
Why cou'd he not to ſomeone friend: bequeat 
The Mighty Legacie ! 1+ !i// 
But *twas a knowledge given to him alone, 
That his eternis'd Name might be A 
Admir'd to all Poſteritie, L 
By all to whom his gratefulName was Known 
Come all ye ſofter Beauties, come ; ; =P" 
Bring Wreaths of Flowers to deck his tomb 
Mixt with the diſmal Cypreſs and the Yew, | 
For he ſtill gave your Charmes their due:;|jS: 


And from the injaries of Age avdTime, BM 
Preſerv'd the ſwertneſs of your Prime : A 
And beſt knew how t adore that Sweetneſs| 

| ( too; 

Bring all your  Mournful Tributes here, þ 
And let your Eyes a ſilent ſorrow wear, fl 
Till every Virgin for a while become ; ; 

| Sad as his Fate, and like his Piture's Dymb. ||? 
| 


| 
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ſeveral Occafrons. . 
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A Ballad arm H  Amoret, 


b Y Amoret, "ribs bed "_ 
M The Grief/you ſay my Eyes do ſhow : ' 
:}Survey my Heart, where you ſhall find, 
More Love then for your ſelf confin'd. 
And though you chide, you yl Pity wo... 
MA Paſſon which even Rivals you. 


 Aryntas on 2 Holy-day "i It 
As fine as any Lord of Mey, | + (1 + 
Amongſt the Nimphs, and jolly Swaines, 
That feeg; their Flocks upon the Plaines: - {: * 
Met in a Grove beneath whoſe ſhade, S 
A Match of Dancing they had made. 


His Caſſock was of Green, as trim 

As Graſs upon a River brim; - - GH" 
Untoucht or ſullied with a ſpot, - - UT 
Unpreſt by either Lamb or Goat : 


2© Paews ; who \ris 7% [ 
And with the Air it looſely play'd, 
With every motion that he made. 
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His Sleeves 2-many Ribboygs ties, 

Whale dread Lov Rl þ 
As if that way, þe. woeu'd i impart, COT 

Toall, the Sentiments ofhis  - 


Whoſe Paſſiqns.by thoſe Colors knowny I\/ 
/\ 


C 


He wizh. a Charmipg Prige 699 OWNT al 
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PR 
A Silver Scrip hugg by h his MEE, 4 ayer bnk 
His Buskins gargiſhe A -lagmods a ole £ 
Were grac'd by every ſtep he Trod,; 

Like Paz a Majeſty he too,” uw f 010/68 mo |. 


And like Hollo when ho ſpolte. b1cT ns eganttcb 
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ſeveral Qceafeons. "" 
is Eyes their beſt AttraQts put.0n, © © | 
Weſigning ſome ſhould be undonse;. nd 
"Por he-couldat his pleaſure mgye, 
' he Nymphs he lik'd to fall in Love ;- 
iiyet ſo he order'd every Glance, 
That ſtill they ſeern*&biit Woufds of Chance. 


7.3 211 1:35:57 Dri 
He well coufd feign ad \nochingiic 0 bo. 
And taught his Silence; ENS. 5 f 
Each Smile he usd;-had got theforce,” - - | 1: 
{79 Conquer more thais ſoft Difcourle ? _*! -»; ; | 
Which when it ferv'd his Ends he'd Luſe, 
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For when he ſpoke he well cou'd prove 
Their Errors whodiſpute with Love. 


With all theſe Charms he did Addreſs | | 
Himſelf to every Shepherdeſs : 


_ 
_ * 
v 
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Until the Bag-pipes which did play, 
Began the Bus'neſs of the day'; - 
And in the taking forth'to Dance, 

_ (The Lovely Swain becartie my Chance: 


To whom much Paſſion hedid Yow, | 
And much his Eyes and Sighs did ſhow 3 
And both impley'd-with fo much Art, 
I trove in vain'to guard'my Heart ; 

And ere the Night our: _— _ 

I was intirely wort andloft.': 


To Eh 
Let me adviſe thee, Amoret, Rp 


Fly from the Baits that he has ſet 

In every grace; which will betray. 
All Beauties that but look:that way: 
But thou haſt Charms chat will Geues. 
ACaptivein this Conquerour. 


| 
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And lovely Silvia too make haſte, - 
he Sun is up, the day does waſte : 

Do'ſt thou not heat the Muſick loud, 

ixd with the murmur of the Crowd : ? 

| |] ow can thy aCtive Feet be ſill, 

0 \nd hear the Bagpipes chearful Trill ? 


Urania's dreſt as fine and gay, 

[As if ſhe meant r out-ſhine the day ; 
Or certain that no Vifories 

Were to be gair'd but by her Eyes; 
Her Garment's white, her Garniture 
The ſpringing Beauties of the Year, 
Which are in ſuch nice Order plac'd; 
That Nature is by Art diſgrac'd : 

Her natural Curling Ebon Hair, 
Does loofly wanton in the Air, 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


Our G abal. 


Ome, my fait Cloris, come away, 
Haſt thoii forgot ris Holyday * ? 


Mr. 7. Wl. 
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M-. G. V. 


With her the young Alexis came, 
Whoſe Eycs dare only ſpeak his Flame : 
Charming he'is, asfair can be, 
Charming without Effeminacy ; 
Only his Eyes are languiſhing, 

Caus'd by the Pain he feels within ; 
Yet thou wilt ſay that Languiſhment 
1s a peculiar Ornament. ; 
Deck'd up he is with Pride and Care, 
All Rich and Gay, to pleaſe his Fair :. 
The price of Flocks h has made a Prey 
To th Uſual Vanity of this day. 


My dear Brother ]. C. 


Aﬀer them Damon Piping, came, 

Who laughs at Czpid and his Flame ; 
 Swears, if the Boy ſhould him approach, 

_ He'd burn his Wings with his own Torch : 
But he's too youns for Love t'1nvade, 
Though fer him languish many a Maid. 


His | 


_ ſeveral Occafrons. 
is lovely Ayr, his chearful Face, 
\dorn'd with many a Youthful Grace, 
eget more Sighs then if with Arts 
le ſhould deſign to conquer Hearts : 
he Swains as well as Nymphs ſubmit 
To's Charms of Beauty and of VVit. 
ell ſing, he'll dance, he'll pipe and play; 
nd wanton out a Summers day ; 
And whereſoever Damon be ; 
e's {till the Soul o'th* Companie. 


My dear Amoret, Mris. B: 


Next Amorect, the true Delight 
Df all that do approach her ſight : 
The Sun in all 1ts Courſe ne&er met 
Dug ht Fair or Sweet like Amoret. 
\lone ſhe came, her Eyes declin'd, 
n which you'l read her troubled Mind 3 
Yes, Silvia, for ſhe'l not deny 
he loves, as well as thou and I: 
Tis Philoctes, that Proud Ingrate; 
hat pays her Paſſion back with Hate : 


2 Vyhilſ 
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VVhilit ſhe does all but him deſpiſe, 


Is 
And clouds the luſtre of her Eyes: hs 
But once to her he did addreſs, N 
And dying Paſſion too expreſs ; ay " 


But ſoon the Amorous Heat was laid, 
He ſoon forgot the Vows he'd made ; 
VVhilſt ſhe in every Silent Grove, 
Bewails her eaſie Faith and Love. | * 
Numbers of Swains do her adore, 
But ſhe has yow'd to love no more. 


- Mr. J. B. 


| Next Jolly Thirſis came along, 
VVith many Beauties in a Throng. 


| Mr. Je. B. 


V Vith whom the young A4myntzs came, 
The Autor of my Sighs and Flame : 
For Ill confeſs that Truth to you, 
V Vhich every Look of mine can ſhow. 
Ah how unlike the reſt he appears! 
VVith Majeſty above his years ! 


ſeveral Occaſons. 77 


is Eves ſo much of Sweetneſs drels, 
uch Wir, ſuch YVigoar too exprels ; 
| Fhat *twou'd a wonder be to ſay, 
' Fveſeen the Youth, and brought my Heart away, 
Ah Cloris ! Thou that never wert 
n danger yet to loſe a Heart, 
u2rd it ſeverely now, for he 
Viil {fartle all thy Conſtancy : 
or if by chance thou do#lt eſcape | | 
lnwounded by his Lovely Shape, 
rempt not thy Ruine, leſt his Eyes 
ſoyn with his Tongue to win the Prize : 
uch Softnels in his Language dwells, 
Bind Tales of Love ſo well he tells, 
Should®ſt thou attend their Harmony, 
Thowdit be Undone, as well as I ; | 
For ſure no Nympi was ever free, 
Frhat could Ames hear and ſee. 


Mr. N.R.V. 
With him the lovely P-:oclefs, 
His-Beauty heightned by his Drels, 
If any thing can add a Grace 
[To ſuch a Shape, and ſuch a Face, 


i5 | 
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Whoſe Natural Ornaments impart 
m_—_ without the help of Art, 
:s Shoulders cover'd with a Hair, 

Th © Sun-Beams are not half ſv fair ; 
Cf which the Virgins Bracelets make, 
And wear for Philocleſs lake: 
His Beauty ſuch, that one would [wear 
His Face did never take the Air. 
Ory's Cheeks the bluſhing Roſes ſhow, 
The reſt like whiteſt Daiſies grow : ' 
His Lips, no Berries of the Field, 

Nor Cherries, ſuch a Red do yield. 

His Eyes all Love, Soft'ning Smile ; 


Ard when he ſpeaks, he ſighs the while ; 


Hts Baſhful Grace, with Bluſhes too, 
Gains more then Canfidence can do. 
\With all theſe Charms he does invade 


The Heart, which when he has betray'd, 


He flights the Trophies he has'won, 
And weeps for thoſe he has Undone ; ; 
As if he never did intend © + 
His Charms for ſo ſevere an End, 

And all poor Amoret can Gain, 
ls pirry from 1 The T.oy ay NT ain ; 
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-*JAnd if Inconſtancy can feem 

Agreeable, *ris fo in him. 

-. JAnd when he meets Reproach for it, 
[He does excuſe it with his Wit. 


My. E. B. ana Mrs. F M. 


Next hand in hand the ſmilling Pair, 

Martillo, and the Lovely Fair : 
ABright-Ey*d Phillis, who they ſay, 

Ne'er knew what Love was till to day ; 

Long has the Gen'rous Youth in vain 

Implor'd ſome Pity for his Pain. 

Early abroad he would be ſeen, 

To wait her coming on the Green, 

To be the firſt that t? her ſhouid pay 

The Tribute of the New-born Day ; 

Preſents her Bracelets with their Names, 
[And Hooks carv'd out with Hearts and Flames. 
And when a ſtragling Lamb he ſaw, 

And ſhe nor by to give it Law, 

The pretty Fugitive hed deck 

With Wreaths of Flowers around its Neck ; 
Ds And 
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And gave her ev'ry mark of Love, / 
Before he could her Pity move. ! ” 
But now the Youthno more appears : 
Clouded with Jcalouſies and Fears : , 
Nor yet dares Phill; ſofter Brow 
Wear Unconcern, or Coldneſs now ; 2 


But makes him juſt and kind Returns ; 
And as He does, ſo now She burns. 


Me. J. Hl. 


Next Lyſidas, that haughty Swain, 
With many Beauties in a Train, 
All ghing for the Swain, whilft he 
Barely returns Civility. 
Yer once to each much Love he Vows, 
And frrange Fantaſtique Paſſion ſhow'd. 
Poor Dorw, and Luciad a tco, | 
Ang many more whom thou doſt know, 
Who had not-power his Charms to ſhun, 
\ Too late do find themſelves Undone. 
His Eyes are Black, and do tranicend 
All [ Fancy cer can comprehend ; 


feveral Occafrons. 


And yet no Softneſs in 'em move, 

They kill with Fierceneſs, not with Love; 
Yet he can dreſs *em when he liſt, 
With Sweetneſs none can cer reſiſt. 

His Tongue no Amorous Parley makes, 
But with his Looks alone he ſpeaks. 

| And though he languiſh yet hel hide, 

| That grateful knowledge with his Pride; 
And thinks his Liberty is loſt, 

| Not in the Conqueſt, but the Boaſt 

| Nor will but Love enough imparts 

To gain and to ſecure a heart : 

Of which no ſooner he is ſure, 

And that its Wounds are paſt all Cure. 
But for New Victories he prepares, 

And leaves the Qld to its Deſpairs : 

Succeſs his Boldneſs does renew, 

And Boldneſs helps him Conquer too. 

He having gain'd more hearts then all, 
'TIr reſt of the Paſtoral Cabal. 
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Mr. Ed. Bed. 


With him Phlazder, who nere paid 

A Sigh or Tear to any Maid : 

So innocent and young he is, 

He cannot gueſs what Paſſion is. 

But all the Love he ever knew, 

On Lycidas he does beſtow : 

Who pays his Tenderneſs again , 

Too Amorous for a Swain toa Swain, 

A ſofter Youth was never ſeen, 

His Beauty Maid; but Man, his Mein : 

And much more gay than all the reſt; 

And but 4lexis fineſt Drefs?d, 

His Eyes towards Lyc:idas ſtill turn, 
As ſympathiling Flowers to the Sun : 
Wiultſt Lyc:idas whoſe Eyes diſpenſe 
No leſs a grateful Influence, 

Improves his Beauty, which ſtill freſher grows: 
Who would not under two fuch Suns as thoſe ? 
_ Cloris you ſigh, what Amorous grown ? 
Pez grant you keep your heart at home : 
For I have often heaxd you Vow, 
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If any cou'd your heart ſubdue, 
Though Lycidas you nere nad ſeen, 

| It muſt be him, or one like him : 

| Alas I cannor vet forget, 

How we have with Amyntas ſat 

| Beneath the Bouzins for Summer made, 

| Our heated Flocks and Us to ſhade: 

| Where thou wowd(r wond'rous Storiestell, 

| Of this Agreeable Infidel. 

{ By what Devices, Charms and Arts, 
He us'd to gain and keep his Hearts: 
And whilſt his Falſchood we wou'd Blame, 
Thou woud'ſt commend and praiſe the ſame. 
And did no greater pleaſure take, 
Then when of Lycidas we ſpake ; 
By this and many Sighs we know, 
Thou'rt ſenſible of Loving too. 
Come Cloris, come along with us, 
And try thy power with Lyciaas ; 

| See if that Vertue which you prize, 
Be proof againſt thoſe Conquering Eyes. 
That Heart that can no Love admit, 
Will hardly ſtand his ſhock of V Vit ; | 
us on OE Comp 
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Come deck thee then 3n all that's five, 
Perhaps the Conquelt 1nay be thine; 
They all attend, Jer's haſt to do, 
What Love and Mulick calls us to, 


S ON G. 
The Willing Miftriſs, 


\ Myntas led me to a Grove, 
Where all the Trees did ſhade us : : 


The Sun it ſelf, though i it had Strove : 


It could not have betray'd us : 

The place ſecur'd from humane Eyes : 
| No other fear allows, _ 

But when the Winds that gently riſe, 2 
Doe Kiſs the yeilding Boughs. 


Down there we fatt upon the Moſs , 
And did begin to play 

A Thouſand Amorous Tricks, to pals 

The heat of all the day. 


ſeveral Occafzons. 

A many Killes he did give : 
And return'd the ſame 

Which made-me willing to receive 
That which I dare not name, 


His Charming Eyes no Aid requir'd 
Te tell their foftning Tale ; 
On her that was already fir'd, 
"Twas Ealy to prevaile. 
He did but Kiſs and Claſp me round , 
Whilſt thoſe his thoughts Expreſt : 
And lay'd me gently on the Ground; 
Ah who can gueſs the reſt ? 
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Love Arm'd, 


FT ove in Fantaſtique Triumph ſatt, 
£4 Whilſt Bleeding Hearts a round him flow'd; 
For whom Freſh paines hedid Create, 
And ſtrange Tyranick power heſhow's ; 
_ From 
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prom thy Bright Eyes he took his fire , 
Which round about, inſport he hurPd ; 
But *twas ſrom mine , he took deſire , 
Enough to undo the Amorous World. 


From me he took his ſighs and tears, 
From thee his Pride and Crueltie ; 

From me his Languifhments and Feares ; 
And every Killing Dart from thee ; 
Thus thou and I , the God have arm'd , 
And ſett him up a Deity ; 

| But my poor Heart alone is harm'd, 
Whilſt thine the ViRor is, and free: 


I —— —————— — 
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S O N G. 
The Complaint. 


Mynt 4s that true hearted Swaine 
Upon a Rivers Banck was lay'd, 
Where to the Pittying ſtreames he did Corti. 


On Si/viz that falſe Charming Maid. (plaine 


ves ſhee was ſtill regard! leſs of his paine. 
Ahi 


] 
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Ah! Charming Si/via, would he cry ; 
And what he ſaid, the Echoes wou'd reply : 
Be kind or elſe Idy, Ech :-=-I dy 
Be kind or elſe Idy: Ech:; --Idy. 


| Thoſe ſmiles and Kiſſes which you pive, 
| Remember Sylviz are tay due 
And all the Joyes my Rivall does receive, 
He raviſhes from me not you : 

Ah Svia! can T live and this believe? 
Inſenfibles are toucht to ſee 
My Languiſhments, and ſeem to pitty me : 
Which I demand of thee : Ech--> of thee 
Which I demand of thee E:h : --- of thee. 


Set by Mr. Baniftetr. - 
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T he Invitation. 


Þ I cannot blame your will , 
'T was Chance and not Deſign did Kill ; 
For 


Me , 


48 | Poems upon | 

For whilſt you did prepare your Charmes; 
On purpoſe S:/via to ſubdue : 

I met the Arrows as they flew, 

And ſav'd her from their harms. 

Alas ſhe cannot make returnes , 

Who for a Swaine already Burnes :- 

A Shepherd whom ſhe does Cares : 

With all the ſofteſt marks of Love , 
And *tis in vaine thou ſeek*ſt to move ; 
The cruel Shepherdeſs. 

Content thee with this Victory , 
Think me as faire and young as ſhe : 

Ple make thee Garlazds all the day ; 

And in the Groves we'l lit and ing ; 

Ple Crown thee with the pride o'th* Spring; 
When thou art Lord of Mzy. 


3 - . , v »* ay 
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VV Hen Jemmy firſt began' to Love ; 
He was the Gayeſt Swaine 


That ever yet a Flock had drove 5 
Or danc't upon the Plaine. 


? I was 
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T'was then that T, weys me poor Heatt s 
My Freedom chirew away; 
And finding ſweets inevery ſmart , 
I cou'd not fay him nay. 


And ever when he talkt of Love , 
He wou'd his Eyes decline ; 

And every ſigh, a Heart would move z 
Gued Faith and why not mine ? 

He'd preſs my hand, and Kiſs ir oft, 
In ſilence ſpoke his Flame. 

And whilſt he treated me thus ſoft;  . 
I wiſht him more to Blame. 


. Sometimes to feed my Flocks with him 
My Jemmy wou'd Invite ine : 

Where he the Gayeſt Songs wou'd ſing ; 
On purpoſe to delight me. 

And Jemmy every Grace diſplayd , 

Which were enough I trow , | 

| To Conquer any Princely Maid , 

So did he me I vow, 
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But now for Femmy muſt 1 thourn, 
VVno to the VVarrs muſt go ; 

His Sheephook to a Sword muſt turne : 
Alack what ſhall I do? 

His Bag-pipe into War-like Sounds , 
Muſt now Exchanged bee : 

Inſtead of Braceletts, fearful Wounds ; 


Then what becomes of me ? ? 

\ 

rs OL NIAID ego ons AR KT 7 
 : I 

To Mir. Creech (under the Name 
of Daphnis) oz his Excellent 
Tranſlationof Lucretius. c 
If 


| : {on great Young Man ! Permit among{tÞ B 
| (the Crowds 
Of thoſe that ſing thy mighty Praiſes lowd, T 
My humble Mzyſe to bring its Tribute too. A 
Infpird by thy vaſt flight of Verſe , P 
Methinks 1 ſhould ſome wondrous thing re- 
S4þ (hearlſe, 
Worthy Divine Lucretizs, and Diviner Thou. 
| |; But 


"aa TS 
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But I of Feebler Seeds deſign'd 
Whilſt the flow moving Atomes ſtrove 
With careleſs heed to form my Mind: 
Compov'd-it all of Softer Love. 

In gentle Numbers all my Songs are Dreſt, 
And when I would thy Glories ſing, 
What in ſtrong manly Verſe I would expreſs, 

Turns all to Womanniſh Tenderneſs within. 

Whilſt that which Admiration does inſpire, 

1a other Sculs, kindles in mine a Fire. 

Let them admire thee on---Whilft T this newer 
Pay thee yet more than they : ( way 

For more I owe, fince thou haſt taught me more, 

$ Then all the mighty Bards that went before. 

Others long fince have PaPd the vaſt delight; 

In duller Greek and Latzz ſatisfy'd the Appetite : 

But I unlearn'd in Schools, diſdain that mine 

Should treated be at any Feaſt but thine. 

Till row, I curſt my Birth, my Education, 

And more the ſcanted Cuſtomes of the Nation : 

Permitting not the Female Sex to tread, 

| The Mighty Paths of Learned Heroes dead. 

{| The God-like YV7r:!, and great Homers Verſe, 


Like Divine Myſteries are conceaPd from us. 
E 2 VVe 
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We are torbid all grateful Theams, 
No raviſhing thoughts approach our Ear, 
The Fulſom Gingle of the times, 
Is all weareallow*d to underſtand or hear. - 
But as of old, when men unthinking lay, 
Ere Gods were worſhipt,or ereLaws were fram' ; 
The wiſer Bard that taught %em firſt & obey, 


Was next to what he taught, ador'd and fam'd x 
Gentler they grew, their words and manners 


(chang'd,j I 

And ſalvage now no more the Woods they rangi ; 

So thou by this Tranſlation doſt advance ( 
Our Knowledg from the State of Ignorance, 

And equals us to Man : Ah how can we, ; 


Enough Adore, or Sacrifice enough to thee! 


The Myſtick Terms of Rough Philoſophy, 
Thou doſt ſo plain and eaſily expreſs; } 
Yet Deck'ſt them ia ſo ſoft and gay a Dreſs : 
So intelligent to each Capacity, 
That they at once Inſtrut and Charm the Senſe 
V Vith heights of Fancy, heights of Eloquence; 


And 
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And Reaſon over all Unfetter'd plays» 
VVanton and undiiturb'd as Summers Breeze; 
That gliding murmurs o're the Trees : 
[And no hard Notion meets or tops its way. 
It Pierces, Conquers and Compels, 
Beyond poor Feeble Fairh's dull Oracles. 
| Fatiththe deſpairing Souls content, 
ON Faith the Laſt Shift of Routed Argument. 


d, ff Hail Sacred Wadham ! whom the Muſes Grace 
LN And from the Reſt of all the Reverend Pile 
Of Noble Pallaces, defign'd thy Space : 
VVhere they in ſoft retreat might dwell. 
They bleſt thy Fabrick, and ſaid---=Do thou, 
Our Darling Sons conrain; | 
We thee our Sacred Nurſery Oraain : 
They ſaid and bleſt, and it was ſq. 
And if of old the Fanes of Silvian Gods, 
VVere worſhipt as Divine Aboads; 
If Courts are held as Sacred Things, 
For being the Awful Seats of Kings. 
: V Vhat Veneration ſhould be paid, 
To thee that haſt ſuch wondrous Poets made ! 
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To Gods for fear, Devotion was deſign's, 
And Safety made ns bow to Majeſty ; 

Poets by Nature Aw and Charm the Mind, 
Are born not made by dull Religion orNeceſlity: 


TheLearned Thirſfis did to thee belong, 

Who Athens Plague has ſo divinely Sung. 

Thirfis to wit, as ſacred ſriendſhip true, 

Paid Mighty Cowley's Memory its due. 

Thirfis who whilſt a greater Plague did reign, 

Then that which Arhens did Depopulate : 

Scattering Rebelliaus Fury o're the Plain, 

That threatn'd Ruine to the Church and State, 

Unmov'd he ſtood, and fear'd no Threats of Fate, 

That Loyal Champion for the Church & Crown 

That Noble Ornament of the Sacred Gown, 

. Still did his Soveraign's Cauſe Eſpouſe, 

And was above the Thanks of the mad Senate- 
| (houſe: 

Strephan the Great, whom laſt you ſent abroad, 

Who VVrit, and Lov'd, & Lookt like any God; 

For whom the Muſes mourn, the Love-ſickMaids 

Are Languiſhing in Melancholly Shades. _ 


ſeveral Occafrons. 55 
The Capids flag their Wings, their Bows unitie, 
And ufelefs Quivers hang negleQed by; 
And ſcatter'd Arrows all around 'em lye, 
By murmuring Brooks the careleſs Deities are 

| ' (laid, 
Weeping theis rifled power now Noble Swre- | 
( phon's Dead. 


Ah SacredWadhan: | ſhoulFſt thou never own 

But this delight of all Mankind and thine; 

For Ages paſt of Dulneſs, this alone, * + - 
This Charming Hero would Attone: - 

And make thee Glorious to ſucceeding time; 

But thou like Natures ſelf diſdain *{t to be, 
Stinted to Singularity, 

Even-as faſt as ſhe thou doft produce, 

And oyer all the Sacred Myftery infuſs. 

| No ſooner was fan'd Strephor?s Glory ſet, 

Strephan the Soft, the Lovely and the Great; 

But Daphnis riſes like the Morning-Star, 

That guides the VVandring Traveller from 

(afar 
Dephnis whom every Grace,and Muſe inſpires, 
_ E4 Scarce 
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Scarce Strephons Raviſhing Poetick Fires . : 
S0 kindly warm, or fo divinely Cheer. by 


Advance Young Dephair, as thou haſt begun, 
 **'S6let thy Mighty Race be run. ' © 
Thou in thy large Poetick Chace, 
- Begin'ſt where others end the Race. 
Tf: now thy Grateful Numbers are ſo ſtrong, 
If they ſocarly can fuch Graces ſhow,  ”' 
Like. Beauty ſo ſurprizing, when {o Young, ' V 
VVhat Daphnis will thy Riper Judg ment dy,, 
When ad Unbounded Verſe i in their own 
4 ' (Streams ſhall flow.! 
| What Wonder will they not CY 


To 


- 


When thy Immortal Fancy?'s looſe ; 
tnfetter'd, Unconfin'd by any other Muſe! + 
' Advance YoungDaphzis then, and mayſl thou 

Still Sacred in thy Poetry and Love. ' ( prove 
May all theGroves with DaphnisSongs| be bleſt, || 
| Whilſt every ] Bark is with thy Diſticks dreſt.' | 

May Timerous Maids learn how to Love from 

And theGla dShepherd Arts of © a loquence. (thence 

And when to Solitude thou woud*lf Rettear, 


May en tun ;q | Pipes thy Welcome a 
| : We + : An 


; no 
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AndalltheNymphs ftrowGarlandsatthyFect. 
jay 4l thePurling Streams that murmuring paſs, 
The Shady Groves and Banks of flowers, 
The kind repoſing Beds of Graſs, 
Contribute to their Softer Hours, 
Mayſt thouthy Muſe and Miſtreſs there Careſs, 
And may one heighten to *thers Happineſs. 
And whilſt thou fo divinely doſt Converſe, 
We are content toknow and to admire thee in 
( thy Sacred Verie. 
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To Mrs. W. On ber Excellent Verſes 
(/ rit in Praiſe of ſome I had made 
on the Farl of Rocheſter)/} ritter 
ina Fi it of S 1ckneſs. 


Nough kindHeaven! to purpoſe I have liv'd' 
And all mySighs &Languiſhments ſurviv 4. 
My Stars in vain their ſullen influence have ſhed, 
Round my till now Unlucky Head: 
I pardon all the Silent Hours Pve gricv'd, 
My Weary Nights and Melancholy Days ; 
When 
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| When na Kind Power my Pain Reliev'd, 
I loſe you all, you ſad Remembrancers, 
L loſe you all in New-born Joys, 
Joys that will diſfipate my Falling Tears. 
The Mighty Soul of Rocheſfter's reviv'd, 
Enough Kind Heaven to purpoſe I have liy'd. 
I ſaw the Lovely Phantor, no Diſguile, 


Vei''d the bleſt Viſion from my Eyes, (prize, 


*T was all o're Rochefter that pleas'd and did ſur 
Sad as the Grave I fat by Glimmering Light, 
Such as attends Departing Souls by Night. 
Penſive as abſent Lovers left alone, 
Or my poor Dove, when his Fond Mate wes gong, 
Silent as Groves when anly Whiſpering Gales, 
Sigh through the Ruſhing Leaves, 
As ſoftly as a Baſhful Shepherd Breaths, 
To his Lov'd Nymph his AmorousTales. 
S0 dull I was, ſcarce Thought a Subject foynd, 
Dull as the Light that glaom'd around ; = 
When lo the Mighty Spirit appear'd , 
All Gay, all Charming to my fight ; 
My Drooping Soul it Rais'd and Cheer'd, 


And caſt about a Dazling Light. 
n 


yuupay 


af .. 
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In every part there did appear, | 
The Great, the God-like Rocheſter, 

His Softnels all, his Sweetneſs everywhere. 


an 


It did advance, and with a Generous Look, 
4 | To me Addreſft, to worthleſs me it ſpoke : 
With the ſame wonted Grace my Muſeitprais'd, _ 
| VVith the ſameGoodneſs did myFaultsCorreC&t : 
And Careful of the Fame himſelf firſt rais'd, 
Obligingly it SchooP'd my looſe Negleft. 
The ſoft, the moving Accent s ſoon I knew 
The gentle Voice made up of Harmony 3 
Through the Known Paths of my glad Soul it 
[knew 1t ſtraight, it could no others be, (flew , 
'Twas not Alied but very very he. 
So the All-Raviſht Swain that hears 
The wondrous Muſick of the Sphears, 
For ever does the grateful Sound retain, 
Whilſt all his Oaten Pipes and Reeds. 
The Rural Muſick of the Groves and Meads, | 
Strive to divert himfrom the Heavenly Song 
(in vain. 
He lates their harſh aid Untun'd Lays, 


Which now no more his Sou: and Fancy _— 
ut 
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But if one Note of the remembred Air 
He chance again to hear, 


He ſtarts, and in a tranſport cries, —T there! || © 


He knows it all by that one little taſte, (reft. 


And by that grateful. Hint remembers all the 


Great, Good, and Excellent, by what new way 
- Shall I my humble Tribute pay, 
For this vaſt Glory you my Muſe have done, 
For this great Condeſcention ſhown ! 
So Gods of old ſometimes laid by 


Their Awful Trains of Majeſty, (and Plains, 


And chang'd ev'n Heav'n a while for Groves 
Rod to their Fellow-Gods preferr'd the lowly 
Swains, 
And Beds of Flow'rs would oft compare 

To thoſe of Downey Clouds, or yielding Air; 
At Purling Streams would drigk in homely 
Shells, 
Put of the God, to Revel 1 it in Woods and Shep. 

| (herds Cells ; 
Would liſten to their Ruftick Songs, and ſhow 

* Such Divine Goodneſs in Commending t00, 
Whilſt the tranſported $ Swain the panour pays 
With humble Adoration, humble Praiſe. 


The 


d 


. 


T' 
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"I The Sence of a Letter ſent me, made 


into Verſe ; Toa New Tune. 


L 


N vain I have labour'd the Viftor to prove 
|| Of a Heart that can ne'er give Acmittance 
So hard to be won, (to Love: 
That nothing ſo young, 
Cou!d &er have reſiſted a Paſſion ſo long. 


II 


But nothing T left unattempted or ſaid, 


\ To ſoften the Heart of the Pityleſs Maid ; 


Yet ſtill ſhe was ſhy, 
And would bluſhing deny, 
Whulſt her willinger Eyes gave her Language the 
(Lye. . 
III. 


When before the Impregnable Fort I lay down, 
I re{oly*d or to die, or to Purchaſe Ranown, 


But 
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But how vain was the Boaſt ! 


L All the Glory I loſt, ' (Poſt 
And now vanquiſh'd and ſham'd I've quitted my 


——_— - _ 
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The Return. 


I. 


| Myntas whilſt you 
Have an Art to ſubdue, 
 Andcan conquer a Heart with a Look or aSmile, 
You Pityleſs grow, 
Aud no Faith will allow ; 
'Tis the Glory you ſeek when you rifle the Spoil. 


IL. 


Your ſoft warring Eyes, 
When prepar'd for the Prize, 
_ Can laughat the Aids of my feeble Diſdain ; 
You can humble the Foe, 
And ſoon make her to know 
Ih fhe arms her with Pride, her Efortsare but | 
| (vain. 


— 


Bw 
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a 1IL 

y But Shepherd beware, 
Though a Victor you are ; 

"I A Tyrant was never ſecure in his Throne ; | 
Whilſt proudly you aim | \-- "i 


New Conqueſts to gain, 
Tome hard-hearted Nymph may return you your 
(own. 
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'J0ns Copy of Verſes made in a Dream, 
and ſent tome in a Morning before I 


was Awake. 


Myntas, if your Wit in Dreams 
Can furniſh you with Theams, 
What muft it do when your Soul looks abroad, 
Quick'nd with Agitations of the Sence, 
Apd diſpoſleſt of Sleeps dull heavy Load, 
| When ev*ry Syllable has Eloquence ? 
And if by Chance ſuch Wounds you make, 
Andin your Sleep ſuch welcome Miſchiefs do; 
What 


_ 30 "way en 


Direfted by Deſign and Reaſon too ? 


I ſlept, as duller Mortals uſe, 
Without the Mufick of a Thought, 


Amyntac ! cry'd the Page——And at the 


So the Harmonius Spheres ſurprize, * 


VVhillt trembling I unript the Seal 
| Of what you'd ſent, 
My Heart with an Impatient Zeal, 
VVithout my Eyes, would needs reveal 
Its Busneſs and Intent. | 


But ſo beyond the Scxce they. were 
Of ev'ry {cribling Lovers common Art, 
That now I find an equal ſhare 
Of Love and Admiretion in my Heart. 
And whuileTI read, 1a vainlI ſtrove 
To hide the Pleaſure which I took ; 


What are your Pow'rs when you're awake; 


VVhen by a geiitle Breath, ſoft as thy Muſe, = 
Thy Name to my glad Ear was brought : 


Sound, 
My lining Zoul unuſual Pleaſure found. 


.V Vhilſt the All-Raviſh'd Shepherd gazes round, 
And wonders whence the Charms ſhould riſc, 
That can at once both pleaſe and wound. 


Belario 


”_ co} ' kk. 


6 


| And proudly leads the vanquiſh'd Captives home, 
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Bellario ſaw in evry Look | 
My ſmilirig Toy and bluſhing Love. 
Soft ev*ry word, ealie each Line, and true ; 
Brisk, witty, manly, ſtrong and gay ; 
. The Thoughts are tender all, and new, 
And Fancy ev*ry where does gently play, 
Amyntas if you thus go on, 
Like an unwearied Conqueror day and night, 
The World at laſt muſt be undone. 
You do not only kill at fight, 
But like a Parthian in your flight. 
Whether you Rally or Retreat, 
You ſtill have Arrows for Defeat. 
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Tomy Lady Morland at Funbrige. 


L S when a Conquirour does in Triumpit 


(come, 


The Joytul People croud in ev'ry Street, 
And with lond ſhouts of Praile the Victor greet » 
r While 
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While ſome whom Chance or Fortune kept awayyf 
Deſire at leaſt the Story of the Day.; 

How brave the Prince, how gay the Chariot wayf | 
How beautiful he look*d, with whata Grace; | 
Whether upon his Head he Plumes did wear ; FE 

. Or if a Wreath of Bays adorn'd his Hair : ,JA 
They hear *tis wondrous fine, and long much B 
To ſee the Hero then they did before. (morell 
So when the Marvels by Report I knew, I 
Of how much Beauty, Cloris, dwelt in you; PB 

Hew many S/aves your Conqu'ring Eyes had N 


(won, #G 
And how the gazing Crowd admiring throng : A 
I wiſh'd to ſee, and mucha Lover grew v 
Of ſo much Beauty, though my Rivals too. Bi 
I came and ſaw, and bleſt my Deſtiny ; _ C 


I found it Juſt you ſhould out- Rival me, (giv'n 
*T was at the Altar, where more Hearts wers I 
To you that day, then were addreſs'd to Heay'n, þ* 
The Rev'rend Man whoſe Age and Myſtery « 
Had rendred Youth and Beauty Vanity, ” 
By fatal Chance caſting his Eyes your way, | 
Miitook the duller Bnsneſs of the Day, c 


Forgot the Goſpel, and beganto Pray. | 
- Whilſt | 
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jj YVhilſt the Enamour'd Crowd that near you 
 (preſt, 
sf Receiving Darts which none coulde'er reibſt, c 
NegleCted the Miſtake o thi Love-ſick Prieſt. 
Ev'n my Devotion, Cloris, you betray'dy 
And T to Heaveii noother Petition dk 
4 But that you might all other Nymphs out-do 
re ln Cruelty as well as Beauty too. 
I call d Amyzntas Faithleſs Swain before, 
But now I find *tis Juſt he ſhould Adore. 
4 Not to love you, a wonder ſure would be, 
1, Greater then all his Perjuries to me. 
And whilſt I Blame him, I Excuſe him too; | 
Who would not venture Heav'o to purchaſe you ? 
But Charming Cloris, you too meanly prize 
The more deſerving Glories of your Eyes, 
If you permit him on an Amorous ſcore, 
Tobe your Slave, who was my Slave before. 
He oft has Fetters worn, and can with eaſe 
mit *em or diſmiſs *«m when he pleaſc. 
\ Virgin-Heart you merit, that ne'er found 
[t could receive; till from your Eyes, the Worrd ; 
\ Heart that nothing but your Force can fear, 


—_ own a Seul as Great as you are Fair. 
_ F 2 S209 
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Song to Ceres. 


In the Wavcring Nymph, or Mad Amyntas. 
bi. 
Eres, Great Goddeſs of the bounteous Year, 
Who load'ſt the Teeming Earth with Gold 
(and Grain, 
Bleſſing the Labours of th? Induſtrious Swain, 
And to their Plaints inclinſt thy gracious Ear : 
Behold two fair Cicilian Lovers lie 
Proftrate before thy Deity ; 


Imploring thou wilt grant the Juſt Deſires 
Of two Chaſte Hearts that burn with equal Fires, 


II: 


Amyatas he, brave, generous and young ; 
Whom yet no; Vice his Youth has cer betray'd-: 
And Chaſte Urazia is the Lovely Maid ; 
His Daughter who has ſerv'd thy Altars long, 
As thy High Prieſt : A, Dowry he demands 
A the young Amorous Shepherds hands : 
ay 
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Say, gentle Goddeſs, what the Youth muſt g1Ve» 
E'er the Bright Maid hecan from thee receive. 


, 
| SIR ent penn os FP CO ELD . —__—— 


Song in the ſame Play, by the Waver- 
ing Nymph. 


AN grant that I may never prove 
KL So great a S/ave to fall in love, 
And to an Unknown Dezy 
Reſign my happy Liberty : 
1 love to ſee the Amorous Swaizs 

Unto my Scorn their Hearts reſign : 

With Pride I ſee the Meads and Plains 
: Throng'd all with S/aves, and they all mine: 
Whilſt I the whining Fools deſpiſe, 
That pay their Homage to my Eyes. 
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.  Soug to Ceres. 
In the Wavering Nymph, or Mad Amyntas. 


E. 


Eres, Great Goddeſs of the bounteous Year, 
Who load'ſt the Teeming Earth with Gold 
(and Grain, 
Bleſſing the Labours of th? Induſtrious Swair, 
And to their Plaints inclin'ſt thy gracious Ear : 
Behold two fair Cici//an Lovers lie 
Proftrate before thy Deity ; 
Imploring thou wilt grant the Juſt Deſires 
Of two Chaſte Hearts that burn with equal Fires, 


It. 


Amyntas he, brave, generous and young ; 
Whom yet no. Vice his Youth has er betray'd? 
And Chaſte Urazia is the Lovely Maid ; 
His Daughter who has ſerv*d thy Altars long, 
As thy High Prieft : A. Dowry he demands © 
/4 the young Amorous Shepherds hands : 
ay 


ſeveral Occaſons. 69. 


Say, gentle Goddeſs, what the Youth muſt give- 
E'er the Bright Maid hecan from thee receive. 
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Song inthe ſame Play, bythe Waver- 
ing Nymph. 


AN grant that I may never prove 
RK Sogreat a S/ave to fall in loye, 
And to an Unknown Dezzy 
Reſign my happy Liberty : 
1 love to ſee the Amorous Swaizs 

Unto my Scorn their Hearts reſign : 

With Pride I ſee the Meads and Plains 
' Throng'dall with Slaves, and they all mine: 
Whilſt I the whining Fools deſpiſe, 
That pay their Homage to my Eyes. 
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' TheD Diſappointment. 


| - | 
Ne day the Amorous Lyſander, 

By an impatient Paſſion ſway'd, 
Surpriz'd fair Cloris, that lov'd Maid, 
Who could defend her ſelf no longer. 
All things did with his Love conſpire; 
The gilded Planet of the Day, 
In his gay Chariot drawn by Fire, 
Was now deſtending 7 to the Sea, 
And left no Light to guide the VVorld, 

" Bur what from Cloris Brighter Eyes was hurld. 


IT. 


na lone Flaicket made for Love, 
Stlent as yielding Maids Conſent, 
She with a Charming Languiiſhment, 
Permits his Force, .yet gently ſtroye . 
| Her Hands his Baſor ſoftly meet, ; 
But not to put him back delign'd, 
Rather to draw 'em on inclin'd; _._ 


YY hi 


——_ ; 


|. As he was capable of Love, 
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VVhilft he lay trembling at her Feet, $ 
Reſiſtance tis in vain to ſhow , 

She wants the pow'e to ſay— 4h! What a ye do? 


ITT. 


Her Bright Eyes ſweet, and yet ſevere, 
V'Vhere Love and Shame confus'dly ſtrive, 
Freſh Vigor to Ly/andey give ; 
And breathing faintly in his Ear, 
She cry'd—Ceaſe, Ceaſe—your vain Deſire, 
Or I'll call out—— What wonld you do? 
My Dearer Honour eu'n to You 
[ cannot, mu#t not give——Retire, 
Or take this Life, whsſe chiefeſt part 

I gave you with the Conqueſt of my Fart. 


IV. 


But he as much unus'd to Fear, 


The bleſſed minutes to improve, 
Kifles her Mouth, her Neck, her Hair ; 
Each Touch her new Deſire Alarms, 
His burning trembling Hand he preſt 
Upen her ſwelling Snowy Breſt, 
F 4 V Vile 
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VVhule ſhe lay panting in his Arms. 
All her Unguarded Beauties lic 

The Spoils and Troplues of rhe Enemy. 


V. 


And now without Reſpect or Fear, 

He ſeeks the Object of his Vows, 

(His Love no Modeſty allows) 

By ſwift degrees advancing—where 

His daring Hand that Altar ſeiz'd; . 

V Vhere Gods of Love-do facirfice: 
That Awful Throne, that Paradice | 

V Vhere Rage is calm'd, and Anger pleas'd; 
That Fountain where Delight {till flows, - 
And o1ves the Univerſal V Vorld Repoſe. | | 


he 


Her Balmy Lips 1ncountring this, 
Their Bodies, as their Souls, .are.zoyn'd ; 
VVhere both in Tranſports Ungonfin'd, 


Extend themſelves upon the Moſs. 
Cloris half dead and breathleſs lay.; 


Her ſoft Eyes caſt a Humid Light, | 
$uch as divides rhe Day and Night; 
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Or falling Stars, whoſe Fires decay * : +3 
And now no ſigns of Life ſhe ſhows, 

I But what in ſhort-breath'd Sighs returns & 70es. 


VII. 


He ſaw how at her Length ſhe lay; 

He ſaw her riſing Boſom bare ;_ 

Her looſe thin Rohes, through which appeat | 

A Shape deſign'd tor Love and Play; © 

Abandon'd by her Pride and Shame. - 

She does her ſofteſt Joys diſpence, 

Off*ring her Virgin-Innocence 

A Victim to Loves Sacred Flame ; 

While the o'er-Raviſl'd Shepherd lies- 
Unable to periqrm the Sacrifice. 

VIII. 

Ready to taſte a thouſand Joys, 

The too. tranſported hapleſs Swain 

Found the vaſt Pleaſure rurn'd to Pain ; 

Pleaſure which too much Love deltroys: 

The willing Garments by he laid, 

And Heaven all open'd to his view, 


Mad to 0 poſſeſs, lumſelf ne threw 
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On the Defenceleſ Lovely Maid. 
But Oh what envying God conſpires 


:Fo ſnatch his Power, yet leave him the Deſire! Ic 


IX. 
Natures Support, (without whoſe Aid 
She can no Humane Being give) 

It ſelf now wants the Art to live ; 
Faintneſs its ſlack*ned Nerves invade ; 
In vain th* inraged Youth efſay'd 
'Fo call its flecting Vigor | back, 

No motion *twill from Motion take ; 

Exceſs of Love hus Love betray?d : 

- In vain he Toils, in vain Commands ; 
The Inſenſible fell weeping in his Hand. 


R. 
In this ſo Amorous Cruel Strife, 
Where Love and Fate were too ſevere, 
The poor Ly/andey in deſpair | 
Renounc'd his Reaſon with his Lite : 
Now all the brisk and ative Fire 
That ſhould the Nobler Part inflame, 
Serv'd to increaſe his Rage and Shame, 


Fi 
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And 
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And left no Spark for New Deſire : 
Not all her Naked Charms cou'd move 

* JOr calm that Rage that had debauch'd his Love, 


XI. 


Cloris returning from the Trance 

Which Love and ſoft Deſire had bred, 

Her timerous Hand ſhe gently laid 

(Or guided by Delign or Chance) 

Upon that Fabulous Priapas, 

That Potent God, as Poets feign; 

But never did young Shepherdeſs, 

Gath'ring of Fern upon the Plain, 

More nimbly draw her Fingers back, 
finding beneath the verdant Leaves a Snake : 


XII. 


Than Cloris her fair Hand withdrew, 

Fizding that God of her Deſires 

Diſarm*d of all his Awful Fires, (Dew. 
And Cold as Flow'rs bath'd in the Morning- 
Who can the Njmph's Confuſion guels ? 

The Blood forſook the hinder Place, 


And ftrew'd with Bluſhes all her Face, 
Which 
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Which both Diſdain and Shame expreſt ; 
And from Lyſander's Arms ſhe fled, 

Leaving him fainting on the Gloomy Bed. 


XIII. 


Like Lightning through the Grove ſhe hies, 
Or Daphne from the Delphick God, 
No Print upon the graſſey Road 
She leaves, U inſtru& Purſuing Eyes. 
The Wind that wanton'd in her Hair, 
And with her Ruffled Garments plaid, 
Diſcover'd in the Flying Maid ' | * - 
All that the Gods e'er made, if Fair. 
So Venus, when her Love was lain, 
With Fear and Haſte flew o'er the-Fatal Plain, 


XIV. 


Ly nd 


— 


The Nzmp}'s Reſentments'none but 1 
Can well Imagine or Condole :  -- 
- But none can guels Lyfazaer's Soul, _ «<4 
4 - But thoſe who {way*d his Deſtiny. 
F His ſilent Griefs ſwell up to Storms, 
And not one God his Fury ſpares ; - « + | 
He curs'd his Birth, his Fate, his Stars ; | 
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But more the Shepherdeſs's Charms, | 

Whoſe ſoft bewitching Influence Th! 

__ Damr'd him to the Hel of — - 
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O0n a Locket of Hair WW. OVe nn 4 True= 
Loves Knot, given 1 me by Sir R. O. 


WW Hat means this Knoz, i in Mick Ordee. 
| ::(Ty%; 
And which rio Humane Knowledge can divide ? 
Not the Great Conqurours Sword can this undo 
| Whoſe very Bexuty would'divert the Blow. : 
Bright Relique! Shrouded 1 ina Shrine of Gold ! 
Leſs My{try made a Deity of Old. 
Fair Charmer ! Tell me by what pow "ful Spell 
You into this Confuſed Order fell? 
It Magick could be wrought on things Divine, 
Some Amorozs Sybil did thy Form deſign 
In fome ſoft hour, which:the Propheiick Maid | 
In Nobler Myfteries of -Loye employ'd, : 
Wrought thee a:Hierogtyphick, to expreſs. - 
The wanton God in all his Tenderneſs ; 


Thus 
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Thus ſtiaded, and thus all adorn'd with Charms, 1 
Harmleſs, Unfletch'd, without Offenſive Arms, 

He us'dof Old in ſhady Groves to Play, IT 
E*er Swains broke Vows, or Nymph were rain 
OrLove himſelf hadWings tofly away.(and coy, 

Or was it (his Almighty Pow'r to prove) 
Deſign'd a Quiver for the God of Love ? M 
. Andalltheſe ſhining Halrs whichtlisfpir'd Maid 
— Has with ſuch ſtrange Myſterious Fancy laid, A 
Are meant his Shafts ; the ſubt"leſt ſureſt Darts 

Thatever Conqu'red or Secur'd his Hearts; WA 

Darts that ſuch tender Paſſions do convey, 

Not the young Wounder is more ſoft than they. Þ} 4 
"Tis ſo; the Riddle I at laſt have learn'd : 

But found it when I was too far concern'd. 


| = | —— + 2 
The Dream. A Song. 
Tl 
I. 
He Grove was gloomy all around, Re 
Murm'ring the Streams did paſs, 
Where fond 4fres laid her down [I 


_- Upon a Bed of Grafs. 
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s | 1 flept and faw a piteous ſight, 
| Capida weeping lay, 

| Till both his little Stars of Light 
Had wept themſelves away. 


IL 


Methought I ask'd him why he cry'd, 
|| My Pity led meon: 
All fighing the {ad Boy reply'd, 
AlasI am undone! 


As I beneath yon Myrtles lay, 
Ss Down by Dzan's Springs, 
Amyntas ſtole my Bow away, 
And Pinion'd both my Wings. 


HI. 


Alas ! cry'd I, *twas then thy Darts 
Wherewith he wounded me: 
Thou Mighty Dezty of Hearts, 
He ftole his Pow*r from thee. 


Revenge thee, if a God thou be, 
Upon the Amorous Swain; 

Pl ſet thy Wings at Liberty, 

And thou fhalt fly agaia. 


wy © ts 
& 
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"i > 
And for this Service on my Part, 
All I :mplore of thee, 


ts, That thou't wound Amyntas Heart, 
And make him die for me. 


His Silken Fetters Unty'd, 


And the gay Wings diſplay? 4- 2 FR 
Which gently fann'd, he mounts and« cry qd; 


Farewel fond eaſie Maid. 
Y; 


At this I bluſh'd, and angry grow 
I ſhould a God believe ; 

And waking found my Dream too true, 
Alas I was a Slave. 


C— ak ems 0 \, may + ER _— n———_— _—_ 


A Letter to a Brother of the 1en it 


Tribulation. 


Oor Damny ! Art thou caught ? 157: ev.n 10! 
Art thou become 2 * T z»cranctcy coo? 


5 »* ot 7 1 | D4 pe a j 
* 56 DEC ited a $98 INRT<THY, 


Where 
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Where ſure thou doſt not mean to Preach or Pray, 
Unleſs it be the clean contrary way : 

This holy (a) time T little thought thy ſin 
Deſerv*da Tb to do its Pennance in. 

0 how yow'll for th* Aigyprian Fleſh-pots wiſh, 
When your half-famiſh'd with your Lenten-diſh, 
Your Almonds, Carrans, Biskets hard and dry, 
Food that will Soul and Body mortihe : 

Damn'd Penetential Drink, that will infuſe 
Duil Principles into thy Grateful Mule. 

—Pox on't that you muſt needs be fooling now» 
Juſt when the Wits had greateſt (5) need of you. 
Was Summer then ſo long a coming on, 
That you muſt make an Artificial ore ? (Brain 
Much good may” do thee; but *tis thought thy 
E'er long will wiſh for cooler Days again. 

For Honeſty no more will I engage: 

| Idurft have ſworn thou'dft had thy Pufillage. 
Thy Looks the whole Cabal have cheated too; 
But thou wilt ſay, moſt of the Wits do ſo. 

Is this thy writing (c) Plays ? who thought thY 
An Interlude of Whoring would admit ? (Wir 


rm —_— — ————-—_ — _____—— __ P—— 


— 


| (a) Leyz, (b) T wanted 4 Prologue to a Play. (c) He pretcnied t9 
Reti 6 Write. 


G | To 
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To Poetry no more thou'lt be inclin'd, 
Unleſs in Verſe ro damn all VVoman-kind: 
And *tis but Juſt thou ſhould{t in Rancor grow 
Againſt that Sex that has Confin'd thee ſo. 

All things in Nature now are Brisk and Gay 
At the Approaches of the Blooming May : 
Fhe new-fletch'd Birds doin our Arbors ſing 
A Thouſand Airs to welcome in the Spring ; 
VVhilſt ev*ry Swain is like a Bridegroom drefſt, Hi 
And ev'ry Nymph as going to a Feaſt : 
The Meadows now their flowry Garments wear, ſts. 
And ev'ry Grove does in its Pride appear : 
VViulſt thou poor Damon in cloſe Rooms art pent, 
Where hardly thy owa Breath can find a vent. 

Yet that too i5a Heaven, compar'd to th' Task 
Of Coc nz every Morning 1n a Cas. 
Now: I could curſe this remale, but I know, 


= 


q 


So 
py 


She nceds it not, that thus cou'd handle you, 
Beltdgs, that Vengeance does to thee belong, 
And 'twere Injuftice to diſarm thy Tongue. 
Curle then, dear Swain, that all the Youth may 
And frem tity dire Miſhap be taught to fear. (hear, 
Curle till thou haſt undone the Race, and all 
That did contribute to thy Spring and Fall. 


The 
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The Reflefion : A Song. 


E. 


OOR Loſt Serena, to Bemoan | \ 
| The Rigor of her Fate , 

' BHigh'd to a Rivers-fide alone, 

Upon whoſe Brinks ſhe ſat. 
"Her Eyes, as if they wv ould have ſpar'd, 

The Language of her Tongue, 
in Silent Tears a while declar'd 
The Senſe of all her wrong. 


IT. 


But they alas too feeble were, 
Her Grief was {woln too high 
To be Expreſt in Sighs and Tears ; 
She muſt or ſpeak or dye. 
And thus at laſt ſhe did complain, 
Is this the Faith, ſaid ſhe, 
hich thou alloweſt me, cruel Swain , 


For that I gave to thee ? 
_ G 2 HI. 


W 


y” 
\ 
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ITT. 


Heaven knows with how much Innocence 
I did my Soul Incline 

To thy Soft Charmes of Eloquence, 
And gave thee what was mine. 

I had not one Reſerve in Store, 
But at thy Feet I lay'd 

Thoſe Arms that Conquer'd heretofore; - PF! 
Tho? now thy Troplves made. | 


OV; 


Thy Eyes in Silence told their Tale 
Of Love 1n {ſuch a way , 
That "twas as eaſlie to Prevail, 


As afrer to Betray. | ll, 
And when you ſpoke my Liſtning Soul, 
Was on the Flattery Hung : W 
AndI was loſt without Coatroul, P 
Such Muſick grac'd thy Tongue. T 
WV. 


Alas how long in vain you ſtrove 
_ My coldneſs to divert ! 
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ow long belieg'd it round with Love, 
Before yu won the Heart. 

hat Arts you ys'd, what Preſents made, 
| What Songs, what Letters writ : 
ndleft no Charm that cou'd invade, 

| Or with your Eyes or Wit. 


VI. 
Till by ſuch Oblioations Preſt, 
By ſuch dear Perjuries won : 
[heedleſly Reſign*d the reſt, 
And quickly was undone. 
For as my Kindling Flames increaſe, 
Yours glimeringly decay: 
The Rifled Joys no more can Pleaſe, 
I' That once oblig'd your Stay. 
PS os _ 
Witneſs ye Springs, ye Meads and Groves, 
Who oft were conſcious made 
To all our Hours an& Vaws 9f Love; 
Witneſs how Pm Betray'd. 
Trees drop your Leaves, be Gay no more, 
| YeRivers waſte and drye : 
* gies on your Melancholy Shore, 
'1 lay me down and d Po. 


Z 
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— Y 


Songs þ 
To P efobles T une. 


[. 


was when the Fields were gay, 
TheGroves and every Tree: 
Juſt when the God of Day, | = F: 
Grown weary of his Sway, 
Deſcenced to the Sea, 
And Gloomy Light around did all the Worl 
'Twas then the Hapleſs Swain, (ſurvey. 
 Amyatas, to Complain 
Of $//via's cold Diſd-1n, 
Retir *d to Silent Shades ; 
Where by a Rivers Side, 
His Tears did {well the Tide, ; 
As he upon the Brink was lay'd, 


II. 


Ea 


Ye Gods, he often cry'd, 
Why did your Powers delign 
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In Si/via lo much Pride, 

Such Falſhood to beſide. 

With Beauty ſo Divine? *{ Heaven joyn ? 
VVhy ſhould ſo much of Hell with ſo much 

Be witneſs every Shade, 

How oft the lovely Maid 

Her tender Vows has paid ; | 

Yet with the ſelt-ſame Breath, 

With which ſo oft before, 

And ſolemnly ſhe ſwore, 


Pronounces now Amyztas Death. 


IIL 


But Charming N 'y:1mph beware, 
Whilſt 7 your Victim die, 
- Some One, my Perjur'd Fair, 
Rev enging my Deſpair, 
Will prove as falle to thee ; | 
Which yet my wandring Ghoſt wou'd look more 
For I ſhall break my Tomb, (pale to ſee. 
And nightly as I rome, "— 
Shall to my Si/via come, 
And ſhow the Pitcous Sight ; 
Fae HF 
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My bleeding Boſom too, 
Which wounds were given by you ; 
Then vanuyh in the Shades of Night. 


Ree Ce em. 
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oudG. 
On her Loving T wo Equally. 


Set by Capi aim Pack. 
L 


H' w ſtrongly does my Paſſion flow, 
Divided equally *:wixt two ? 


Damon had ne'er {fubdu'd my Heart, 
Had not 4lex# took 13 part ; 
Nor cou'd' Alexis pow*rtul prove, 
Without my Damons Aid, to gain my Love. 


IT, 


When my Alexis preſent 1s, 

Then I for Damon ſigh and mourn 
But when Al:x7s T do mils, 

Pamon gains pothing but my SCOrA, 


Burt 


Bu 
Fo 
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But if it chance they both are by, 4 
For both alike Þ languijh, ſigh, and die. 


IIT. 


Cure then, thoy mighty winged God, 
This reſtleſs Feaver in my Blood; * - 
One Golden-Pointed Dart take back : 
But which, O C#p:d, wilt thou take ? 
If Damozs, all my Hopes are croſt ; 
Or that of my Alex, I amlolt. - 


The Counſel, A Song. 


Set by Captain Pack. 
L 


A Pox upan this needleſs Scorn : 

Sylvia for ſhame the Cheat give o'er ; 
The End to which the Fair are botn,.. 

Is not to keep their Charms in ſtore : 

But laviſhly diſpoſe in haſte 

Of Joys which none but Youth improye ; 


Joys 
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Joys which decay when Beauty's paſt ; 
And who, when Beauty's paſt, will love ? - 


U. 


When Age thoſe Glories ſhall deface, 
Revenging all your cold Diſdaia ; 

' And Sy{via ſhall negletted paſs, 

By every once-admiring Swain ; 
And we no more ſhall Homage pay : 
When you in vain too late ſhall burn, 
If Love increaſe, and Youth decay, 
Ah Pos: who will make Return? 4 


2m. 


Then haſte, my $z/via, to the Grove, 
Where all the Sweets of May conſpire 
To teach us ev'ry Art of Love, 

And raiſe our Joys of Pleaſure higher : 
Where while embracing we ſhall lie 
Looſly in Shades on Beds of Flow*rs, 
The duller World while we dehe, 
Years will be Minutes, Ages Hours. 
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T he Surprize. . F 
Set by Mr. Farmer: 
L 


Hillis, whoſe Heart was Unconfin'd, 
L And free as Flow'rs on Meads and Plains ; 
8 None boaſted of her being Kind, 
*Mong'ſt all the languiſhing and amorous Swaigs. 
No Sighs or Tears the Nymph cou'd move, 
To pity or return rheir Love. 


It. 


Till on a time the hapleſs Maid 
Retir'd to ſhun the Heat o'th* Day 

Into a Grove, beneath whoſe ſhade 
Strephon the careleſs Shepherd ſleeping lay : 
But O ſuch Charms the Youth adorn, 
Love is reveng'd for all her Scarn. 


bo , | 
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| III. ] 
Her Cheeks with Bluſhes cover'd were, 


And tender Sighs her Boſom warm, 

A Softneſs in her Eyes appear ; 

Unuſual Pain ſhe feels from-ey'ry Charm ; 
To Woods and Ecchoes now ſhe cries, 

For Modeſty to ſpeak denies. © 


A—L——_—_ 
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"A H! whatcanmean that eager Joy 
A Tranſports my Heart when you appear ? 
Ah S:trephon! you my Thoughts imploy | 
In ai! rhat's Charming, all that's Dear. 
When you your pleaſing Story tell, - 
A Softneſs does invade each Part; : - 
And I with Bluſhes own I feel -- 
Something too: tender at my Heart. 
| | Wo IL. 
At your approach my Bluſhes riſe, 
AndI at once both wiſh and fear; 
My. wounded Soul mounts to my Eyes, 
As it would prattle Stories there. Take, 
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Take, take that Heart that needs muſt go; 
But, Shepherd, ſee it kindly us'd : 

For who ſuch Preſents will beſtow, 

If this, alas ! ſhould be abus'd ? 


— — __——_—_— om PC OC) mn— 


T he Invitation : A Song. 
| To a New Scotch Tune. ” 


= ho 


(= my Phillis let us improve 

Both our Joyes of Equal Love: 

V Vhile we in yonder Shady Grove, 
Count Minutes by our Kiſles. 

See the Flowers how ſweetly they ſpread, 
And each Reſigns his Gawdy Head , 

To make for usa Fragrant Bed, 
Topractice o'er New Blifles. 


II. 


The Sun it ſelf with Love does conſpire, 
And ſends abroad his ardent Fire, | 
And kindly ſeems to bid us retire, 


And 
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And ſhade us from his Glory ; 
Then come, my Phillis, donot fear : 
All that your Swain defires there, 
Is by thoſe Eyes a new to ſwear 
How much he does adore ye. 


IIE. 


Phills, i in vain you ſhed thoſe Tears; "BY 
VVhy do you bluſh ? Oh ſpeak your Fears ! ' 
There's none but your Amyntas hears : 
VVhat means this pretty Paſſion ? 

Can you fear your Favours will cloy 

Thoſe that the Bleſſing does enjoy ? . 

Ah no! ſuchneedleſs Thoughts deſtroy : 
This Nicety's out of Faſhion. 


IV. 
When thou haft done, by P:z I ſwear, 
Thou wilt unto my Eyes appear 
A thouſand times more Charming and Fair, 
Then thou wert to my firſt Deſire : 
That Smile was kind, and gow thou'rt wile, 
To throw away this Coy Diſguile, 
Andby the vigor of thy Eyes, 
Declare thy Youth and Fire. 


by 


- Stlvio's 
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Sikvio's Complaint : 
A SONG, 
To a Fine Scotch Tune: 
[. 


N the Blooming Time oth? year, 
In the Royal Month of May : 
Au the Heaves were glad and clear, 
Au the Earth was Freſh and Gay. 
A Noble Youth but all Forlorn, 
Lig'd Sighing by a Spring : 
'Twere better I's was nere Born', 
Ere wiſht to be a King. 


F. 
Then from his Starry Eyne, 
Muckle Showers of Chriſtal Fell : 


To bedew the Roſes Fine, 
That on lys Cheeks did dyyell, 
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And ever *twixt his Sighs he'd cry, 
How Bonny a Lad I'd been , 
Had I, weys me, nere Aim'd high, 
Or wiſht to be a King; 

I. 
With Dying Clowdy Looks, 
Au the Fields and Groves he ker: - 
Au the Gleeding Murmuring Brooks, 
(Noo his Unambitious Friends) 
Tol which he eance with Mickle Cheer 
His Bleating Flocks woud bring : 


Andcrys, woud God Pd dy'd here, 
Ere wiſht to be a King. 


IV. 
How oft in Yonder Mead, 
Cover'd ore with Painted Flowers : 
Au the Dancing Youth Pve led, 
Where we paſt eur Bl:ther Hours. 
In Yonder Shade, in Yonder Grove, 
How Bleſt the Nymphs have been : 


Ere I for Pow'r Debaucht Love, 
Or wifht to be a King, 
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V. 


Not add the Arcadian $ Parins, 

In their Pride and Glory Clad : 

Not au the Spacious Plains, 

Ere coud Boaſt a Bleether Lad. 

When ere I Pip'd, or Danc'd, or Ran; 

Or leapt, or whirPd the Sling : 

The Flowry Wreaths I {till won, 
And wiſht to be a King, 


VI. 


But Curſt be yon Tall Oak, 
And Old Thirſis be accurſt : 
There I firſt my peace forſook, 
'ThereI learnt Ambition firſt. 
Such Glorious Songs of Hero's Crown'd, 
The Reſtleſs Swain woud Sing : 
My Soul unknown &Gefires found, 

And Languiſht to be King. 

VII. 


Ye Garlands wither now, 
Fickle Glories vaniſh all : 
| H 7. Ye 


95 
Ye Wreaths that deckt my Brow, 
To the ground negleRed fall. 

No more my {weet Repoſe moleſt, 

Nor to my Fancies bring 

The Golden Dreams of being Bleſt 
Wath Titles of a King. 
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VIII. 


Ye Noble Youths beware, 
Shun Ambitious powerful Tales : 
Diſtructive, Falſe, and Fair, 

Like the Oceans Flattering Gates. 
See how my Youth and Glories lye, 
Like Blaſted Flowers ch? Spring : 
My Fame Renown and all dye, 

For wihing to be King. 


VV 


In Lnitation of Horace. 
. 


7 Har 1 mean thoſe Amorous Curles of Jet? 
For what heart-Raviſht Maid 


Doſt 


puny - 


F 


TH 
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Doſt thou thy Hair in order ſet, 

Thy Wanton Treſles Braid ? 
And thy vaſt Store of Beauties open lay, 
| That the deluded Fancy leads aſtray. 


II. 


For pitty hide thy Starry eyes, 
Whoſe Languiſhments deſtroy : 
And look not on the Slave that dyes 
With an Excels of Toy. 
Þ Defend thy Coral Lips, thy Amber Breath; 
To taſte theſe Sweets lets in a Certain Death. 


Hl. 


Forbear, fond Charming Youth, forbear, 
Thy words of Melting Love : 
Thy Eyes thy Language well may ſpare, 
| One Dart enough can move, 
And ſhe that hears thy voice and ſees thy Eyes 
With too much Pleaſure,too m uch Softneſs dies 


IV. 


Ceaſe, Ceaſe, with Sighs to warm my Soul, 
Or preſs me with thy Hand : 
H 2 ; Who 
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VVho can the kindling fire controul, 

'The tender force withſtand? 
Thy Sighs and Touches like wing'd Lightning 
And are the Gods of Loves Artillery. fly, 


—_— - — —}_ _—— 
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To Lyſander, who made ſome 4 er= | / 
ſes on a Diſcourſe of Loves Fire, | 


I. 


N vain, dear Youth, you ſay you love, 
And yet my Marks of Paſſion blame ; 
Since Jealouſie alone can prove, 
The ſureſt Witneſs of my Flame : 
And ſhe who without that, a Love can vow, 
Believe me, Shepherd, does not merit you. 


- IL. 


Then give me leave to doubt, that Fire 
I kindle, may another warm : 
A Face that cannot move Deſire, 
May ſerve at leaſt to end the Charm : 
Loveelſe were Witchcraft, that on malice bent, 
Demics ye Joys, or makes ve Impotent. 


Il, 
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III. 


'Tis true, when Cities are on fire, 

Men never wait for Chriſtal Springs ; 

. | But to the Neighb'ring Pools retire ; 2 
Which neareſ}, beſt Aſſiſtance brings ; _ 

» | And ſervesas well to quench the raging Flame, 

As if from God-delighting Streams it came. _ 


IV. 
A Fancy ſtrong may do the Feat 
Yet this to Love a Riddle is, 
And ſhows that Pafſion but a Cheat ; 
Which Men but with their Tongues Confeſs, 


For *tisa Maxime in Loves learned School, 
Who blows the Fire, the flame can only Rule. 


V. 


Though Honour does your Wiſh deny, 
Honour! the Foe to your Repoſe ; 

Yet *tis more Noble far to dye, 

Then brez2k Loves known and Sacred Laws : 


H 3 What 
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What Lover wou'd purſue a ſingle Game, 
That cou'd amongſt the Fair deal out his flame ? 


VL 


Since then Ly/axder you deſire, 

Amynta valy t to adore ; FIR 

Take in no Partners to your Fire, 

For who well Loves, that Loves one more? 
And if ſuch Rivals in your Heart I find, 

Tis in My Power to die, but not be kind. 


A Diilogue for an Entertainment at 
6, ourt, between Damon and Sy 
VIa. 


Damon. 


H Sy/via! if I ill purſue, 

Whilft you in vain your Scorn improve ; ; 
What wonders mizht ycur Eles not do : 
{t they would dreſs themſelves in Love, 


Sylv1 
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Silvia. 


Shepherd you urge my Love in vain, 

For I can ne'er Reward your pain ; 

A Slave each Smile of mine can win, 
And all my ſoftaing Darts, 


{| When e'er I pleaſe, can bring me in 


A Thouland Yeilding Hearts. 


Damon. 


Yet if thoſe S/aves you treat with Cruelty, 
"Tis an Inglorious Victory ; 
And thoſe unhappy Swaizes you ſo ſubdue, 


* | May Learn at laft to ſcorn, as well as you; 


Your Beauty though the Gods deſign'd 
Shou'd be Ador'd by all below ; 
Yet if you want a Godlike Pitty:ng Mind, 

Our Adoration foon will colder grow : 
"Tis Pitty makes a Deity) 
Ah Silvia |! daine to pitty me, 
And I will worſhip none but thee. 
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Sylva. 


Perhaps I may your Councel take, 
And Pitty, tho? not Love, for Damozs ſake ; 
Love isa Flame my Heart neer knew, 
Nor knows how to begin to bura for you. 


Damon. 


Ah S$/via who's the happy Swazz, 
For whom that Glory you ordain ! 
Has Strephon, Pithins, Hilus, more 
Of Youth, of Love, or Flocks a greater ſtore ? 
My flame puriuecs you too, with that Addreſs, 
Which they want Paſſion to Profels : 
Ah then make ſome Returns my Charming 
_ (Shepherdeſs. 


Silvia. 


\ Too Faithful Shepherd IT will try my Heart, 


And ifI can will give you part. 
Damen, 


Oh that was like your {zlf exprelſt, 
Give me but part, and I will ſteal the relt. 
Silvia. 


vi 
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Silvia, 


Take care Young Swain you treat it well, 
gif yqu wou'd have it in. your Boſom dwell ; 
Now let us to the Shades Retreat, 
Where all the Vymphs and Shepherds meet. 


Damon. 


And giveme there your leave my Pride to ſhow, 

For having but the hopes of Conquering you ; 

Where all the S$aizes ſhall Paſſion learn of me : 
And all the Nymphs to bleſs like thee. = 


Silvia. 
Where every Grace I will beſtow, 


And every Lookand Smile, ſhall ſhow 
How much above the reſt I vallue you. 


Damon. 


And I thoſe Bleſſings will improve ; 
By conſtant Faith, and tender Love. 


[ A Chor of Satyrs and Nymphs © 
| made by another hana: ] 


On 
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LOG 


On Mr. J. H. Ina Fit of Sickneſs. 


I. 1c 
FF when the God of Day retires, 
The Pride of all the Spring decays and dies : 
Wanting thoſe Life-begetting Fires 
F; v7) wheace they .draw their Excellencies ; 
Each little Flower hangs down its Gawdy Head, 
Lofing the Luſter which it did Retain ; 
No longer will its fragrant face be ſpread, 
But Languiſhes into a Bud again: 
So with the Sighing Crowd it fares 
Since you Amyztas, have your Eies withdrawn 
Ours Loſe themſelves 1n Silent Tears, 
Our daysare Melancholy Dawn ; 
The Groves are Unfrequented now, 
The Shady Walks are all Forlorn ; | 
Who itill were throng to gaze on you: (done. 
' With Nymphs, whom your Retirement has un- 


II. Our 
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II. 


Our Bag-pipes now away are flung, 
Our Flocks a Wandering go ; 

Garlands negle&ed, on the Boughs are hung, 
That us'd to adorn each Chearful Brow, 
Forſaken looks the enameld May : 

And all its wealth Uncourted dies ; 

Each little Bird forgets its wonted Lay, 

That Sung Good Morrow to the welcome Day. 
Or rather to thy Lovely Eles, 
The Cooling Streams do backward glide: 
Since on their Banks they ſaw not rhee, 
Loſing the Order-of their Tide, 
And Murmuring chide thy Cruelty : 

Ten haſt to loſe themſelves Yth? Angry Sea. 


III. 


Thus every thing 1n its Degree, 
Thy ſaid Retreat Deplore; 
Haſt then Amyrrtar, and Reſtore; 
The whole Worlds Loſs in thee. 
For like an Eaſtern Monarch, when you go, 
( If ſuch a Fate the World muſt know.) 
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A Beautious and a Numerous Hoſt 
Of Love-ſick Maids, will wait upon thy Ghoft; | ] 
And Death that Secret will Reveal, 
Which Pride and Shame did here Conceal : 
Live then thou Lovelyeſt of the Plaines, Þ-; 
Thou Beauty of the Envying Swazres; (court, 
Whole Charms even Death it ſelf wou'd 
And of his Solemn Buſineſs make a Spore. 
| be” IV. 
In Pitty to each Sighing Maid, 
| Revive, come forth, be Gay and Glad; 
Let the Young God of Love implore, 
|] : JaPity lend him Darts, ( more ; 
For when thy Charming Eies ſhall ſhoot no 
Hei! loſe his Title of the God of Hearts. * 
In Pity to Aſtrea live, 
Aſtrea, whom from all the Sighing Throng, 
You did your oit-won Garlands give : 
For which ſhe paid you back in Grateful Song : 
Aitrea, who did ſtill the Glory boaſt, 
To be ador'd by thee; and to adore thee moſt. 


V. 
Wirh Pride ſhe ſaw her Rivals Sigh and Pine, 
And vainly cry*d, The lovely Youth is mine ! 


By 
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By all thy Charms 7do Conjure thee, live; 
By all the Joys thou canſt receive, and give : 
By each Receſs and Shade where thou and I, 
Loves Secrets did Unfold; 
And did the dull Unloving World defy : 
VVlulſt eachthe Hearts fond Story told. 
If all theſe Conjurations nought Prevail, 
Not Prayersor Sighs, or Tearsavail , 
But Heaven has Deſtin'd we Depriv*'d muſt be, 
Of ſo'much Touth, Wit, Beauty, and of Thee ; 
I will the Deafand Angry Pawers defie, 
Curſe thy Deceaſe, Bleſs thee, and with thee die. 


Fo 


Lo 
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To Lyſander, on ſome Verſes ve writ, 
and asking more for his Heart bn | 
twas worth. 

0 


FT” back that Feart, you with ſuch Cau- 
(tion give; 

Take the fond valu'd Trifle back; 
I hate Love-Merchants that a Trade wou'd drive; 
And meanly cunning Bargains make. 
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IT, 


I care not how the buſy Market goes , 
And ſcorn to Chafter for a price : 

Love does one Staple Rate on all impoſe, 
Nor leaves it to the Traders Choice. 


II 


A Heart requires a Heart Unfeign'd and True, 
Though Subt'ly you advance the Price, 

And ask a Rate that Simple Love ne*er knew : 
And the free Trade Monopolize. 


IV. 


An Humble Save the Buyer muſt become, 
She muſt not bate a Look or Glance , 


You will have all, or-yow'll have none ; 


See how Loves Market you inhaunce. 
Ys 


Ist not enough, I gave you Heart for Heart, 


But I muſt add my Lips and Elies ; 


I muſt no friendly Smile or Kiſs impart ; 


But you muſt Dz me with Advice. 


VI. And 
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VI. 


And every Hour ſtill more unjuft you grow, 
Thoſe Freedoms you my life deny , 

You to Adrafteare oblig'd to ſhow, 
And give her all my Rifled Joy. 


VIL 


Without Controul ſhe gazes on that Face, 
Andall the happy Envyed Nighr, 

In the pleas'd Circle of your fond imbrace : 
She takes away the Lovers Right. 


VUL. 
From me ſhe Raviſhes thoſe ſilent hours, 
That are by Sacred Love my due ; 


VVhilſt Tin vain accuſe theangry Powers, 
That make me hopeleſs Love purſue. 


IX. 
Adraſies Ears with that dear Voice are bleſt, 
That Charms my Soul at every Sound » 


And with thoſe Love- Inchanting Touches preſt : 
VVhich T ne&er felt without a Wound. 


þ = She: 
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X. 
She has thee all : whylſt 7 with ſilent Greif, 
| The Fragments of thy Softneſs feel , 
Yet dare not blame the happy licenc'd Thief: 
That does my Dear-bought Pleaſures ſteal.— 
Xl. 


Whilſt like a Glimering Taper ſtill T burn, 
And waſte my ſelf in my own flame, 
Adra#te takes the welcome rich Return : 
And leaves me all the hopeleſs Pain. 


Xl. 


'4\ 


C 
4 


Be juſt, my lovely Swazz, and do not take 


Freedoms you'll not to me allow ; I 

Or give Amyzta lo much Freedom back: c 

That ſhe may Rove as well as you. , 
XIII. 

Let us then love upon the honeſt Square, l, 


Since Intereſt neither have defign'd, ? 
For the {ly Gamelſter, who ne'er plays me fair, F: 
Muſt Trick for Trick expett to find. f 

\ 
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To the Honourable Edward 
Howard , on his Comedy called 
The New Utopia, 

j 
Eyond the Merit of the Age, 
| 4 8 have adorn'd the Stage ; 
So from rude Farce, to Comick Order brought, 
Each Attion, and each Thought ; 
To ſo Sublime a Method, as yet none 
( But Mighty Bez alone ) 
Cou'd eer arive, and he at diſtance too 
Were healive he muſt reſign to you : 
You have out-done what &er he writ, 
In this laſt great Example of your Wit. 
Your Solymozr does his Moroſe deſtroy, | 
And your Black Page undoes his Barbers Boy 3 


All his Collegiate Ladies muſt retire, 


While we thy braver Heroizs do admire. 
I This 
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This new Utopza rais'd by thee, 

Shall ſtand a StruQture to be wondered at, 

And men ſhall cry, this— this— is he 

Who that Poetick City did create: 

_Of which Moor only did the Model draw, 


You did Compleat that little World, and gave} 


( it Law. 
Tl. 


It you too great a Proſpe& doe allow 

To thoſe whom Ignorance does 2t diſtance Seat, 
."Tis,not to fay, the Obje&& is leſs great, 

But they-want fight to apprehend it ſo : 

The anctegtPoets in their times, (Rhimes, 
When thro? the PeopPd Streets they ſung their 
Found-{mall applauſe ; they ſung but ftull were 
Repeated Wit enough at every -door. (poor; 
T'have.made*em demy Gods!but *rwou'd not do, 
Till Ages morerefin'defteem'd *em {o. 

The Modern Poets have with like Succeſs, 
Quitted the Stage, and Sallyed from the Preſs 
Great Johnſon ſcarce a Play brought forth, 
But Moaſter-like it frighted at 1ts Birth : | 
=) | act 


_ 


"I. | 


me 
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Yet he continued #111 to write, 
And ſtill his Satyr did more ſharply bite. 
He writ tho certain of his Doom, 
Knowing his Pow'r in Comedy : 
To pleaſea wiſer Age to come : 
| And though he Weapons wore to Juſtify 
-F The reaſons of his Pen; he cou'd not bring, 
Dull Souls to Senſe by Satyr, nor by Cuagelling. 


TIT. 


In vain the Errors of the Times, 
You ſtrive by wholeſom Precepts to Conſute , 
Not all your Pow'r in Proſe or Rhimes, 

Can finiſh the Diſpute : | 
'Twixt thoſe that damn, and thoſe that do ad- 
The heat of y our Poetick fire. ( mire : 

Your Soul of Thought you may imploy 

A Nobſler way , 

Then in revenge upon a Multitude, 
Whoſe Ignorance only makes 'em rude. 
Shou'd you that Juſtice do , 
You mult for ever bid adieu, 
To Poetry divine, 
 Andey'ry Muſe o'th' Nine : 
I 2 For 
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For Malice then with Ignorance would join, 
And fo undo the World and You : 
So raviſh from us that de!19ht, 
Of ſeeing the VVonders which you Write: 
And all your Clories unadmir'd muit lye, W 
As Veſtal Beauties are Intomb'd before they £1 
(dye. 


IV. 


Conſider and Conſult your VVit, : 
Deſpiſe thoſe Ills you muſt indure : 


And raiſe your Scorne as great as it, &, 
Be Confident and then Secure. 
And let your rich-fraught Pen , 
Adventure out agen 3; 
Maugre the Stormes that do opoſle its courſe , 


Stormes that deſtroy without remorſe : 
It may new Worlds deſcry , 

V Vhich PeopPd from thy Brain may know 
More than the Univerſe beſides can ſhow : 
More Arts of Love, and more of Gallantry. 
Write on / and let not after Ages ſay, 0 
Tze Whiſtle or rude Hiſs cou'd lay 
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Thy mighty Spright of Poetry , 

Which but rhe Fools and Guilty fly; 

Who dare not in thy Mirror ſee 1 

Their own Deformity : | 

Where thou in two, the World doſt CharaCcter, l 

 BSince moſt of Men Sir Graves, or Peacocks arc. 


V. 


And ſhall that Muſe that did ere while, | 
Chant forth che Glories of the Bririſh Iſle j 
| Shall ſhee who lowder was than Fame ; 
Now uſelefs lie, and tame ? 
Shee who late made the Amazons {o Great, 
And ſhee who Conquered S:zthia too ; 
( Which Alexander ne*re coud do) | 
Will you permitt her to retreat ? | | 
Silence will ike Submilion ſhow: 
And give Advantage to the Foe ! 
Undaunted let her once gain appear ; 
And let her lowdly Sing in every Ear : 
Then like thy Miſtris Eyes, who have the skill , ' 
Both to preſerve a kill ; 
To thou at once maiſt be revengd on thoſe 
That are thy Foes. 


I 3 And 
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And on thy Friends ſuch Obligations lay , 
As nothing but the Deed; the Doer can repay. 


To Lytander at the Muſick- 


Meeting. 


T; was too much, ye Gods, to fee and hear; 


Receiving wounds both from theEye and Ear: 


One Charme might have ſecur'd a Vittory , 
Both, rais'dthe Pleaſure cven to Extaſle : 

So Raviſht Lovers in each others Armes , 
Faint with excels of Joy , excels of Charmes : 
Had I but gaz'd and fed my greedy Eyes, 
Perhaps you'd pleas*d no farther than ſurprize. 
That Heav*aly Form might Admiration move, 


But, not without the Muſick, charm*d with Love: 


Ar leaſt ſo quick the Conquelt had not been ; 


You ftorn'd without, and Harmony within : 


Nor cou'd Þ liften to the ſound alone, 
But I alas muſt look— and was undone : 
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I ſaw the Softneſs that compos'd your Face , 

While your Attention heightend every Grace: 

Your Mouth all full of Sweetneſs and Content , 

And your fine killing Eyes of Languiſhment : 

Your Boſom now and than a ſigh wou'd move , 

(For Mvyfck has the ſame effefts with Love.) 

Your Body eaſey and all tempting lay, 

Iaſpiring wiſhes which the Eyes betray , c 

Inall that have the fate toglance that way : 

A carleſs and a lovely Negligence , 

Did a new Charm to every Limb diſpence : 

So look young Angels, Liſtening to the ſound , 

When the Tun'd Spheres Glad all the Heav'ns a» 

(round: 

So Raptur*d lie amidſt the wondering Crowd , 

So Charmingly Extended on a Cloud. (ſtorm, 
When from ſo many ways Loves Arrows, 

Who can the heedleſsHeart defend from tend© 

Beauty and Muſick muſt the Soul difarme : \ 

Since Harmony, like Fire to V Vax, does fit 

The ſoftned Heart Impreſſions ts admit : 

As the brisk ſounds of Warr the Courage move, 


Muſick prepares and warms the Soul to Love. 
I 4 But 
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But when the kindling Sparks ſuch Fuel meer, 
No wonder if the Flame inſpir'd be great. ' 
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An Ode to Love. 


I 
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(prize, 
D=® Love no more thy Senceleſs Arrows 


| Damn thy Gay Quiver , break thy Bow ; ; 
' *Tis only young Lyſanders Eyes, 
That all the Arts of Wounding know, 


[T. 


A Pox of Fooliſh Politicks i in Love, 

A wiſe delay i in Warr the Foe may harme: 

By Lazy Siege while you to Conqueſt move 3 ; 
His fiercer Beautys vanquiſh by a Storme. 


1008 


Some wounded God, to be revegg'd on thee , 
The Charming Youth form'd i in a lucky houre , 
Dreſt him in all that fond Divinity , | 


T hath 125 Out- t-Rivall'd thee, a God, in 1 Pow” a 
| 1y-gr 
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Iv. 


Or elſe while thou ſupinely laid 
Basking beneath ſom Mirtle ſhade , 
In careieſs ſleepe, or tir'd with play, 
When all thy Shafts did ſcatterd ly ; ' 
Th*unguarded Spoyles he bore away , 

» | And Arm'd himſelf with the Artillery. ' 

; V. 


The Sweetneſs from thy Eyes he took , 
The Charming Dimples ftom thy Mouth 
That wonderous Softneſs when you {poke ; 
And all thy Everlaſting Youth. 


VI. 


Thy bow , thy Quiver, andthy Darts: 
Even of thy Painted Wings has rifled thee , 
To bear him from his Conquer'd broken Hearts ; 
To the Next Fair and Yeilding She, | 
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Lowe keveng 4, A Son ol 
Ez 


Elinda who did Love Diſdain, 
For whom had languiſht many a Swain; 
Leading her Bleating Flock to drink, 
She ſpy'd upon the Rivers Brink 
A Youth, whoſe Eyes did well declare, 
How much he lov'd, but lov'd not her. 


II. 


At firſt ſhe Laught, but gaz'd the while, 
And ſoon ſhe leſlen'd to a Smile ; 
Thence to Surprize and Wonder came, 
Her Breaſt to heave, her Heart to flame : 
Then cry'd ſhe out, Now, now I prove, 
Thou art a God, Almighty Love. 


IE 


She would have ſpoke, but ſhame deny'd, 
And bid her firſt conſult her Pride ; 
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But ſoon ſhe found that Aid was gone ; 
For Love alas had left her none : 

Oh how ſhe burns, but *tis too late, 
For in her Eyes ſhe reads her Fate. 


com. a 
_ - —— 


Sd O N G. 


To a New Scotch Tune. 


I. 


Oung Jemmy was a Lad, 
Of Royal Birth and Breeding, 
With ev*ry Beauty Clad : 
And ev'ry Grace Exceeding ; 
A face and fhape ſo wondrous fine, 
So Charming ev'ry part ; 
That every Laſs upon the Green: 
For Jemmy had a Heart. 


IT. 


In Jemmy's Powerful Eyes, | 
Young Gods of Love are playing, ® 
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And on his Face there lies 
A Thouſand Smiles betraying. 
But Oh he dances with a Grace, 
' None like him &er was ſeen : 
' No God that ever fancy'd was, 
 Hasſo Divine a Miene. 


So 


JI. 
To Femmy ev*ry Swaine 
Did lowly doff his Bonnet ; 
And every Nymph would ftrain, | 
To praiſe him 1n her Sonnet : 
The Pride of all the Youths he was, F 
The Glory of the Groves, T 
The Joy of ev'ry tender Laſs : : 0 
The Theam of all our Loves. ns, I 


IV. 


But Oh Unlucky Fate , ' 
'A Curſe upon Ambition : 
The Buſie Fopps of State 
Have ruin'd his Condition. 
For Glittering Hopes he'as left the Shade, ] 
His poncgty Hours are gone : 


” >» 
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By flattering Knaves and Fools betray'd, 
Poor Jemmy is undone. 


—_—y 
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The Cabal at Nickey Nackeys. 
[. 


Pox of the Statesman that's witty, 
Who watches and Plots all the Sleepleſs 
(Night: 
For Seditious Hararigues, to the Whiggs of the 
( City ; 
And Maliciouſly turns a Traytor in Spight. 
Let him Wear and Torment his lean Carrion : 
To bring his Sham-Plots about, 
Till at laſt King Biſhop and Barron, 
For the Publick Good he have quite rooted out. 


II. 


But we that areno Politicians, (Great, 
But Rogues that are Impudent, Barefac'd and 
Boldly head the Rude Rable in times of Sedition 
And Þ-2» all dowa before us, in Church $& in State. 
Your 
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Your. Impudence is the beſt State-Trick ; 
And he that by Law meanes to rule, A 
" Let his Hiſtory with ours berelated ; (Fool | 
And tho? we are the Knaves, we krow who's the} 
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A Paraphraſe on the Eleventh Odeh 
Out of the firſt Pook of Horace. | 
Ear Sitvia let's no farther ſtrive, 


= know how long we have to Live ; 
Let Buſy Gown-men ſearch to know 
Their Fates above, while we 
Contemplate Beauties greater Power below , 
Whoſe only Smiles give Immortality ; 
But who ſeeks Fortune in a Star, 
Aims at a Diſtance much too far, { 
She's more inconſtant then they are. ; 


What though this year muſt be our laſt, 


” Faſter than Time our Joys let's haſt ; 

' Nor think of Ills to come, or paſt. 
Give me but Love and Wane, Tll ne'er 
Compl ain my Deſtiny's ſevere. 


Since 
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Since Life bears ſo uncertain Date, 

With Pleaſure we'll attend our. Fate, 

2. And Chearfully go meet it at the Gate. 

he The Brave and Witty know no Fear or Sorrow, 
Let us enjoy to day, well dye to Morrow. 


—— 


C PI ranſlation. 


T. 
F-DB#& A, Lovely Maid, more fair 
[ Than Milk or whiteſt Lilies are, 
Than Polifht Z*dian Iv 'ry ſhows, 
Or the fair unbluſhing Roſe. 
Il. 
Open, Maid, thy Locks, that hold 
Wealth more bright than ſhining Gold, 
Over thy white ſhoulders laid, 
Spread thy Locks, my Charming Maid. 
II. 
Lydia, ope thy ſtarry Eyes, 
Shew the Beds where C«pid lies, 
Open, Maid, thy Roſie-Cheeks, 
Red as Sun-declining ſtreaks. 
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' IV. 
Shew thy Coral Lips, my Love, 
Kiſs me foſter than the Dove, 
Till my Raviſht Soul does lie 
Panting in an Ecſtaſie. 
| 2 
Oh hold — and do not pierce my Heart, 
Which beats, as life wou'd thence depart, 
Hide thy Breaſts that ſwell and ric, 
Hide 'em from my wiſhing Eyes. 
TT VI. 
Shut thy Boſome, white as Snow, 
Whence Arabian perfumes flow ; 
Hide it from my Rapturd Touch, 
I have gazd — and kiſt too much. 
| — 
Cruel Maid-—on Malice bent, 
Seeſt thou not my Languiſhment ? 
Lydia! —OhT faint !—I die ! 
With thy Beauties Luxury. | 
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A 


PARAPHRASE 


On Ovid's Epiſtle of 
OENONE wo PARTIS, 


Sr Gr— _— LC FY ER ee .. FA ® IIS" 


THE ARGUMEN T. 


Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, dream'd ſhe was 
delivered of a Firebrand : Priam, conſalting the 
Prophets, was anſwer d the Child ſhowd be the De- 
ftruttion of Troy, wherefore Priam commanded it 
ſhould be deliver'd to wild Beaſts as ſoon as born: 
but Hecuba conveys it ſecretly to Mount Ida, there 
to be foſter d by the Shepherds, where he falls in 
love with the Nymph OEnone, but at laſt being 
known and own'd, he ſails into Greece, and carrzes 
Helen zo Troy, which OEnone underſtanding, 
writes him this Epiſtle. 


T thee, dear Paris, Lord of my Deſires, 


Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires ; 
To thee I write, mine, while a Shepherd's Swain, 


But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain. 
K Un 
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Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd ſo ſoon divide 
What Love, and all our ſacred Vows had ty'd ! 
What God, our Love induſtrious to prevent, 


Curſt thee with power, and ruind my Content? 
Greatneſs, which does at beſt but ill agree - 

With Love, ſuch Diſtance ſets 'twixt Thee and Me. 
Whilſt thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdeſs, 

My raging Paſſion can have no redreſs. 

Wou'd God, when firſt I faw thee, thou hadit been | 
This Great, this Cruel, Celebrated thing. 

That without hope I might have gaz'd and bow'd, 

And mixt my Adorations with the Crowd ; | 
Unwounded then I had eſfcapd thoſe Eyes, | 
Thoſe lovely Authors of my Mileries. 
Not that leſs Charms their fatal POwW'r had dreſt, | 
But Fear and Awe my Love had then fſuppreſt : 
My unambittous Heart no Flame had known, 
But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 
I might have wondrd, and have wiſht that He, 

Whom Heaven ſhou'd make me love, might look like J 
More in a filly Nymph had beena ſin, (Thee. 
This had the height of my Preſumption been. 


But 
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I 


- But thou a Flock didſt feed on /a's Plain, S 


And had(t no Title, but The lovely Sway. 

A Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
Than that of being own'd King Priam's Son. 
Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighbouring Cotager 

You faw,- and did above the reſt prefer. 

You faw! and at firſt fight you lovd me too, 

Nor cou'd I hide the wounds receiv'd from you, 
Me all the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 

For me the Shepherds figh'd and ſud in vain, | 
Thou hadſt my heart, and they my cold difdaig. 
Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and firſt born 
Of their loy'd Ewes, coud bribe my Native ſcorn. 
My Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceal, 
Cou'd onely where 'twas deſtin'd, be reveald. 
And yet how long my Maiden bluſhes ſtrove 

Not to betray my eaſie new-born Loye. 

But at thy ſight the kindling Fire wou'd riſe, 

And I, unskilld, declare it at my Eyes. 

But oh the Joy! the mighty Ecſtaſie 

Poſleſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery. 


| 
| 
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Speechleſs, and panting at my feet you lay, ; 


And ſhort breath'd Sighs told what you cou'd not fay. 


A thouſand times my hand with Kiſles preſt, 

And look'd ſuch Darts, as none cou'd e&er reſiſt. 
Silent we gazd, and as my Eyes met thine, 

New Joy fill'd theirs, new Love and ſhame fill'd mine! 
You ſaw the Fears my kind diſorder ſhow'd 

And breaking Silence Faith anew you vowd! 
Heavens, . how you ſwore by every Pow'r Divine 
You wou'd be ever true ! be ever mine! | 
Each God, a facred witneſs you invoke, (broke 
And wiſh'd their Curſe when &er- theſe Vows you 
Quick to my Heart each perjur'd Accent ran, 
Which I took in, believ'd, and was undone. 

* Vows are Love's poyſon'd Arrows, and the heart 
So wounded, rarely finds a Cure from Art. 
At leaſt this heart which Fate has deſtin'd yours, 
This heart unpractisd in Love's myſtick pow'rs, 
For I am ſoft and young as April Flowers. | 

Now uncontrolid we meet, uncheck'd improve 

Each happier Minute in new Joys of Love! 


/ 
N 
( 
d 
f 
1 
[ 
1 
] 
I 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


225 


Soft were our hours ! and laviſhly the Day 
We gave intirely up to Love, and Play. 
Otr to the cooling Groves our Flocks we led, 
And ſeated on ſome ſhaded, flowery Bed, 
Watchd the united Wantons as they fed. 

And all the Day my liſPning Soul I hung 
Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 
And never thought the bleſſed hours too long. 
No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever move, 
Or had ſo ſolt an Art in whiſp'ring Love, 

No wonder for thou art Ally'd to Fove / 


| 
; 


; 


And when you pipd, oz fung, or danc'd, or ſpoke, 


The God appear'd in every Grace, and Look. 
Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, 
The Grief, and Joy of all the Love-ſick Maids. 
Thus whilit all hearts you rul'd without Contro 
I reign'd the abfolute Monarch of your Soul. 
Fach Beach my Name yet bears, carvd out by 
Paris, and his OEnone fill each Tree; 
And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 
Grow ſtil a witneſs of my Wrongs when dead! 
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A Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 

A thouſand times we have exchangd our Vows! 

Oh may'ſt thou grow! t' an endleſs date of Years! 

Who on thy Bark this fatal Record bears; 

WVhen Paris zo OEnone proves untrue, 

Back Xanthus Streams ſhall to their Fountains flow. 

Turn! turn your Tides! back to your Fountains run! 

The perjur'd Swain from all his Faith is gone! 
Curſt be that day, may Fate appoint the hour, 

As Ominous in his black Kalendar ; 

When Yenus, Pallas, and the Wife of Jove 

Deſcended to thee in rhe Mirtle Grove, 

In ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds: 

Naked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds ; 

But every Charm, and Grace expos'd to view, 

Left Heav'n to be ſurvey'd, and judg'd by you. 


Cloſe by a filent filver Brook there grows - 


To bribe thy voice Fano wou'd Crowns beſtow, 
Pallas more gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow 
With Wreaths of Wit ! Yenus proposd the choice 
Qt all the faireſt Greeks / and had thy Voice. 
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Crowns, and more glorious Wreaths thou didſt deſpiſe, 
And promis'd Beauty more than Empire prize! | 
This when you told, Gods! what a killing fear 
Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear? þ 
And I prefag'd ſome ominous Change was near! 

The Bluſhes left my Cheeks, from every part 

The Bloud ran ſwift to guard my fainting heart. 
You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'd } 
Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips breath'd 
Such Vows, as all my Terrors undeceiv'd. 

But ſoon the envying Gods diſturbd our Joy, 
Declar'd thee Great ! and all my Bliſs deſtroy ! 

- And now the Fleet is Anchord in the Bay, 

That muſt to 7roy the glorious Youth convey. 
Heavens! how you look'd ! and what a Godlike Grace 
At their firſt Homage beautify'd your Face ! 

Yet this no Wonder, or Amazement brought, 
You ſtill a Monarch were in Soul, and thought! 

Nor cou'd I tell which moſt the News augments, 
Your Joys of Powr, or parting Diſfcontents. 
You kiſt the Tears which down my Cheeks did olide, 


And mingled yours with the ſoft falling Tide, 
| K 4 __— 
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And 'twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you faid, 


Ceaſe my QEnone.! Ceaſe my charming Maid / 
Tf Paris /ives his Native Troy to ſee, 
My lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt a Princeſs be! 
But my Prophetick Fears no Faith allow'd, 
My breaking Heart reſiſted all you vowd. 
Ah muſt me part, I cry'd! that killing word 
No farther Language coud to Grief afford. 
Trembling, I fell upon thy panting Breaſt, 
Which was with equal Loye, and Grief oppreſt, 
Whilſt ſighs and looks, all dying ſpoke the reſt. 
About thy Neck my feeble Arms I caſt, 
Not Vines, nor Foy circle Elms fo faſt. 
To ſtay, what dear Excuſcs didſt thou frame, 
And fanſiedſt Tempeſts when the Seas were calm ? 
How oft the Winds contrary feign'd to be, 
When they, alas, were onely ſo to me! 
How oft nzw Vows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 
And 'twixt your Kiſkes all the old run o'er ? 
But naw the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 
( Themlelycs paſt hope) do buſily adviſe. 


Whiſper 
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Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, 

Language which Lovers fright, and Swains neer hear. 
For 7roy they cry ! theſe Shepherds Weeds lay down, 
Change Crooks for Scepters! Garlands for a Crown | 
* But ſure that Crown does far lefs caſte fit, 
* Than Wreaths of Flow'rs, leſs innocent and ſweet. 
* Nor cen thy Beds of State ſo gratefull be, _ 

* As thoſe of Moſs, and new faln Leaves with me! 
Now tow'rds the Beach we go, and all the way 
The Groves, the Fern, dark Woods, and ſprings ſurvey; 

That were ſo often conſcious to the Rites 
Of ſacred Love, in our dear ſtoln Delights. 
With Eyes all languithing, each place you view, 
And ſighing cry, Adieu, dear Shades, Adieu! 
Then 'twas thy Soul een doubted which to doe, 
' Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forego! 
Glory and Love! the great diſpute purſu'd, 
But the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu'd. 

And now on Board you go, and all the Sails 


Are looſned, to receive the flying Gales. 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt I, half dead on the forſaken Strand, 
Beheld thee ſighing on the Deck to ſtand, 
Waiting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. 
And whilſt I cou'd the leſſening Veſlel ſee, 
I gazd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee ! 
 Andall the Sea-born Nereids implore 
Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick ſhore. 
Now like a Ghoſt I glide through ev'ry Grove, 


' Silent, and fad as Death, about I rove, 

And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love! 

This Shade th'account of thouſand Joys does hide, 
As many more this murmuring Rivers fide, 

Where the dear Graſs, {till ſacred, does retain 

The print, where thee and I fo oft have lain. 

Upon this Oak thy Pipe, and Garland's plac'd, 

That Sicamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac'd. 

Here feed thy Flock, once lov'd though now thy ſcorn, 
Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn! 


From tar the blewiſth Shore, and diſtant Sea, 


A Rock there is, from whence I cou'd ſurvey 
Whoſe hanging top with toyl I climb'd each day, 


With 
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With greedy View the proſpect I ran oer, 

To ſee what wiſh'd for ſhips approach'd our ſhore. 
One day all hopeleſs on its point I ſtood, 

And ſaw a Veſlel bounding, oer the Flood, 

And as it nearer drew, I cou'd diſcern 

Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern; 
Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread 

Of Antique work in Gold and Silver made, 
Which mix'd with Sun-beams dazling Light diſplay'd. 
But oh! beneath this glorious Scene of State 

( Curſt be the ſight) a fatal Beauty fate. 

And fondly you were on her Boſome lay'd, 

Waiulſt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers playd; 
Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that hair, 

Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 

Oh! hadſt thou ſeen me then in that mad ſtate, 
So ruind, fo deſfign'd for Death and Fate, 
Fix'd on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice 
In hollow Murmurs wars with Angry Seas 
Whilſt the bleak Winds aloft my Garments bear, 
Ruffling my careleſs and diſheveld hair, 
I look'd like the fad Statue of Deſpair. 


With 


140 Poems upon 


With out-ſtrech'd voice I cry'd, and all around 
The Rocks and Hills my dire complaints reſound. 
I rent my Garments, tore my flattering Face, 
Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my Ruine was. 
Mad as the Seas in Storms, I breathe Deſpair, 
Or Winds let looſe in unreſiſting Air. 

Raging and Frantick through the Woods I fly, 
And Paris! lovely, faithlefs Pars cry, 

But when the Echos ſound thy Name again, 

I change to new variety of Pain. | 

For that dear name ſuch tenderneſs inſpires, 
And turns all Paſſion to Loves ſofter Fires: 

With tears I fall to kind Complaints again, 

So Tempeſts are allay'd by Show'rs of Rain. 


Say, lovely Youth, why woudft thou thus betray 

My eaſie Faith, and lead my heart aitray ? 
' I might ſome humble Shepherd's Choice have been, 
Had I that Tongue ne'er heard, thoſe Eyes neer ſeen. 
And in ſome homely Cott, in low Repoſe, 
Livd undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 
And in ſome honeſt Arms at night have ſlept. 


Then 
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| Then unupbraided with my wrongs thou'dſt been 
Safe in the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen: - | 
What Stars do rule the Great? no ſooner you 
Became a Prince, but you were Perjurd too. 

Are Crowns and Falſhoods then conliſtent things 2. 
And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings 2 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 
Even tho it renders me my Parzs ſcorn. 
For I had rather this way wretched prove, 

Than be a Queen and faithleſs in my Love. 

Not my fair Rival wou'd I wiſh to be, 

To come prophan'd by others Joys to thee. - * 
A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms'I brought, 
Untouch'd in Fame, ev'n Innocent in thought, - - - 
Whilſt ſhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt; 
And brings thee but the leayings of a Feaſt : 

With 7heſeus from her Country made Eſcape, ' 
Whilſt ſhe miſcalld the willing Flight, a Rape. 
So now from Atrexs Son, with thee is fled, 

And ſtill the Rape hides the Adultrous Deed. 
And is it thus Great Ladies keep intire _ 
That Vertue they ſo boaſt, and you admire? 
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Is this a Trick of Courts, can Raviſhment 
Serve for a poor Evaſion of Conſent ? 
Hard ſhift to ſave that Honour prizd fo high, 
Whilit the mean Fraud's the greater Infamy. > 
How much more happy are we Rural Maids, 
Who know no orher Palaces than Shades ? 
Who with no Title to inſlave the Crowd, 
Leſt they ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud. 
# 'No Arts our Good to ſhew, our Il] to hide, + 
| | Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. - 
- Tlovd, and all Love's Dictates did purſue, 
And never thought it cou'd be Sin with you. 
To Gods, and Men, I did my Love proclaim ; 


For one foft hour with thee, my charming Swain, 
Wou'd Recompence an Age to come of Shame, 
Cou'd it as well but fatisfie my Fame. 

But oh! thoſe tender hours are fled and loſt, 

And I no more of Fame, or Thee can boaſt! 

*T'was thou wert Honour; Glory, all to me: 

J/ Till Swains had learn'd the Vice of Perjury, 
I| No yielding Maids were charg'd with Infamy. 


'Tis 
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'Tis falſe and broken Vows make Love a Sin, þ.. 


Hads thou been true, We innocent had been. 


But thou Jeſs faith than Aurams leaves do'ſt ſhow," -. 
Which ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough, | 
Leſs Weight, leſs Conſtancy, in thee is born, | .'. 


Than in the ſlender mildew'd Ears of Corn. 


Oft when you Garlands wove to deck my hair, ' 
Where myſtick Pinks, and Dazics mingled were,: C 
And when with eager Kitſes preſt my hand, '"n 

Have faid, Zow well a Scepter 'twoud command ! | 


You ſwore 'twas fitter Diadems to bear: 


And when I dancd upon the Flow'ry Green, 
With charming, wiſhing Eyes furvey my Mien, 
And cry | the Gods deſign'd thee for a Queen! 
Why then for Zee doſt thou me forſake? 
Can a poor empty Name ſuch difference make? 
Beſides if Love can be a Sin, thine's one, 

To Menelaus Helen does belong, 

Be aſt, reſtore her back, She's none of thine, 
And, charming Paris, thou art onely mine. 
Tis no Ambitious Flame that makes me ſue 

To be again belov'd, and bleſt by you ; 
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No vain-defire of being ally'd t a King, 


Love is the onely Dowry I can bring, 
And tender Love is all I ask again. 
Whilſt on her dangrous Smiles fierce War muſt wait 


With Fire and Vengeance at your Palace gate, 
Rouze your ſoft Slumbers with their rough Alarms, 
And rudely ſnatch you from her faithleſs Arms: 
| Furn- then, fair Fugitive, cer 'tis too late, 

Ber thy miſtaken Love procures thy Fate 
Eer a wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 
And Pierce that dear, that faithleſs Heart of thine. 


A TABLE 


6 is E Golden Age, a Paraphraſe on a 7; ranſlation 

out of French page I. 
A Farewell to Cladon oa his going into Ireland 13. 
On a Juniper-Tree cut down to make Busks I9. 
On the Death of Mr. Grinhill the famous Painter 24. 
A Ballad on Mr, }. H. to Amoret, asking why [ was 


lo fad 29. 
Our Caball | 33 
The willing Miſtreſs, a Song 44- 
Love Arm'd, a Song 45. 
The Complaint, a Song 46. 
The Invitation, a Song 47. 
A Song 48. 
To Mr Creech (under the name of Daphnis) on his 

Excellent Tranſlation of Lucretius.. + GO. . 


To Mrs. W. on her excellent V, erſes (writ in hs 
ſome I had made on the late Earl of Rocheſter 


written in a fit of ſickneſs 57. 
The ſenſe of a Letter ſent me, made into Verſe, to a 
New Tune Gr, 
The Return . 62. 
On a Copy of Verſes mad? in a Dream and ſent to me in 
a Morning before I was awake - SJ 
To my Lady Morland at Tunbridge 65. 
Song to Ceres, in the wavering Nymph or mad 
Amy ntas 68. 
A Song in the ſame Play by the wavering Nymph 69. 
The Di/ qou_ ent 70. 


& 


E On 


TT 
# - _— ——— w_ (PEnree...., Pat —_ Py; EPR 7 yore wp» A n_—_— » 


—_— 


A TABLE 


On a Locket of Hair wove in a True-lovers Knot give” 


me by Sir R. O. 77" 
The Dream, a Song 78. 
A Letter to a Brother of the Pen in Tribulation 80 
The Reflexion, a Song | 33 
A Song to Peltbles 7 une | 86, 
A Song on her loving two Equally ſet by Capt. Pack 88 
The Counſel, a Song ſet by the ſame hand 89 
The Surpriſe, a Song ſet by Mr. Farmer 91. 
A Song mY 92, 
The Invitation, a Song to a New Scotch Tune 93, 
Sylvias C omplaint, a Song to a fiae Scotch Tune 95. 
In Imitation of Horace _. | 98. 
Zo Lyſfander who mac? ſome Virſes en a Diſcourſe 0 
Loves Fire | IOL, 
A.- Dialogue for an entertainment at Court between 
Damon azd Sylvia | IO2. 
On Mr. ]. H. In a fit of fickneſs I 06. 
To Lyſander cn jome Verſes he writ, and asXing more 
for his Heart than 'twas worth _ 09, 
To the Honourable Lord Howard, ca his Comedy 
called the New Utopia 1k 
To Lyſander at the Muftch meeting It9, 
An Ode to Love I 20. 
\ Love Reveng d, a S.ng ES 
A Song to a New Scorch Tane 1223: 
The Caball at Nickey Nackeys + EE 
A Paraphraſe on the eleventh Ode cut of the firſt 
' -Book of Horace 126. 
A Trawu/ation 127. 
A Paraphraſe on Oenone to Paris | 129. 

A Voyage to the Iſle of Love ISLET G$ 


F1NIS 


VOYAGE 
Iſle of LOVE. 
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An Account from Liſander to Lyſidas his 
Friend. 


T laſt dear Lyſidas, V1 ict thee Free, 
A From the diſorders of Uncertainty ; 


Doubt's the worſtTorment of a generous 


Whoever ſearching what it cannot find, (Mind, 
Is roving ſtill from wearied thought to thought, 
And to no ſettled Calmneſs can be brought : 
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2 A Voyaoe to the 
TheCowards Ill, who dares not meet his Fate, ) 
And ever doubting to be Fortunate, 


Fallsto that Wretchedneſs his fears Create. 
I ſhould have dy'd filent, as Flowers decay, 


Had not thy Friendſhip ſtopt me on my way, 


That friendſhip which our Infant hearts inſpir'd, 
Ere them Ambition or falſe Love had fir'd : 
Friendſhip! which ſtill enlarg'd with years and ſenſe Þ 
Till it arriv'd to perfect Excellence; | 
Friendſhip ! Mans nobleſt bus neſs Ywithout whom 
The out-caſt Life findsnothing it can own, | 


- But Dully dyes unknowing and unknown, 


Our fearching thought ſerves only to impart 
It's new gfn'd knowledge to anothers Heart 5 
The truly wite, and great, by friendſhip grow, 
That, beſt inſtru& 'em how they ſhould be ſo, 
That, only fees the Error of the Mind, 
Which by its ſoc reproach becomes Refin'd ; 

| Friend- 


Iſle of Love: ; 

Friendſhip! which even Loves mighty power con, 
oo (trouls; 

When that but touches ; this Exchanges Souls, 

The remedy of Grief, the ſafe retreat 

Of the ſcorn'd Lover, and declining great. 

This facred tye between thy ſ:Ifand me, 

| Not to be alter'd by my Deſtiny ; 

| This tye, which equal to my new deſires 

Preſerv*d it {elf amidſt Loves ſofter Fires, 


» | Obliges me, (without reſerve) 't impart 


To Lycidas the ſtory of my Heart 5 

'Tho'twill increaſe its preſent lariguiſtiment, 
Tocall toits remembrance paſt content 

| Sodrowning Men near to their native ſhore 

| (From whence they parted near to viſit more) 
Look back and figh, and from that laſt Adieu, 
Suffer more pain then in their Death they do, 
That grief, which in filent Calms have born, 

It will renew; and rowſe into a Storm, 

B 2 
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The TRUCE; © - 
With you unhappy Eyes that firſt let =. £ 


Tomy fond Heart the raging —_ ..”.. ; , 
With you a Trace 1 will begin, EOS ; 
Let all your Clouds, bt all your Show'rs retire, | 
And for a while become ſerene, 
And you my conſtant riſng Sighs forbear, 
To mix your ſelveswith flying Air, 


— 


But utter Words, anong that mayexpreſs, 
The waſs degrees of Foy and Wretchedneſs. 
And you my Soul! forget the diſmal hour, 
When dead andcold Aminta lay, 
And no kind (God, no pittying Power 
The haſty fleeting Life would lays 
| Forget the Mai, hy Raving pain 
'- Y | *, That ſeig'd Thee at a ſight ſo new, 
When not the Wind let looſe, nor raging Main 
Has ſodeſtrud jive and ſo wild as thou 2 
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Iſle of Love. 
Forget thou ſaw'ſt the lovely yielding Maid, 
Deadi in thy trembling Arms 
uſt in the Raviſhing hour, when all her C wow | 
A willing Vine to thy Love was laid, | . 
Forget that all is fled thou didſt Adore, | 


And never;aever, ſhall return to bleſs Thee more. 


Twelve teens Moow tas borrow'd Rays; that 
(Night 
Might hai ſtealths byGlimmering Light ; 
Since I imbarqu'd on the inconſtant Seas 
With people of all Agesand Degrees, 
All well diſpos'd-and abſolutely bent, 
To viſit a far Country call'd Context. 
The Sails were hoiſted, and the Streamers ſpread, 
And chearfully we cut the yielding Floud ; 
Calm was the Sea, and peaceful every Wind, 
As if the Gods had with our Wiſhes joyn'd 
To make us proſperous 3 All the whiſpering Air 


Like Loyers Joys, was ſoft, and "y fair. 


6 A Voyage to the 
Thervffling Winds were huſt'd in wanton ſleep, 


And all the Waves were filenc'd in the deep : 

No threatning Cloud, no angry Curl was found, 

But bright, ferene, and ſmooth, *tywas all around : 

But yet believe falſe [rs if ſhe weep, 

Or Amorous Layzis will her promiſe keep, 

Before the Sea, that Flatters with a Calm, 

Will ceaſe to ruin with a-rifing Storm, - 

For now the Winds are rows'd, the Hemiſphere 

Grows black, and frights the hardy Matiner, 

'The Billows all into Diſ-order hurl'd, 

As if they meant to bury all the World ; 

And leaſt the Gods on us ſhould pity take, 

They ſeem'd againſt them too, a War to make. 

Now each afirighted to his Cabin Flyes, 

And with Repentance Load the angry Skyes 

Diſtracted Prayers they all to Heaven Addreſs, 

While Heayen beſt knows, they think of nothing 
| Clels 3 


To 
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To quit their Intereſt in the World s their fear, 


| Not whether, — but to go, ——is all their Care, 
And while to Heav'n, their differing crimes they 
(mount, 
Their vaſt diſ-orders doubles the account ; 
All pray, and promile fair, proteſt and weep, 
And make thoſe Vows,they want the pow'r to keep, 
But ſure with ſome, the angry Gods were pleag'd 
For by degrees their Rage and Thunder ceasd : 
In the rude War no more the Winds engage, 
And the deſtruQtive Waves were tir'd with their 
(own Rage ; 
| Like a young Raviſher, that has wonthe day, 
O're-toil and Panting, Calm and Breathleſs lay, 
While ſo much Vigour 1n theIncounter *s Ioſt, 
They want the pow'r a ſecond Rape to Boaſt, 
The Sun in Glory daignes again t' appear ; 
But we who had no Senſe, but that of fear, 
Cou'd ſcarce believe, and leſſen our diſpair, 
B 4 Yet 
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_ Yeteachfrom his imagin'd Grave getsout, 
And with (till doubting Eyes looks round about. 
Confirm' d they all from Prayer to Praiſes haſt, 
And ſoon forgot the ſenſe of dangerspaſt ; 

And now from the recruited Top-maſt {py d, 
An Iſland that diſcover'd Natures Pride: 

To which was added, all that Art could do 

To makeit Tempting and Inviting too; 

All wondering Gaz'd upan the happy place, 
But none knew either where, or what it was: 
Some thought, the Inacceſlble Land t had been, 
And others that Inchantment they had ſeen, 
Atlaſt came forth a Man, who long before 
Had made a Voyage to that fatal ſhoar, 

Who with his Eyes declin'd, as if diſmaid, 

At Gght of what he dreaded: Thus he ſaid, 


His is the Coaſt of Africa, 
Where all things ſweetly move 5 
This is the Calm Atlantick Sea, 
And that the Iſle of Love; 


To which all Mortals Tribute pay, | 

Old, Young, the Rich and Poor 3; | | 
| Likoos do their awful Laws obey, 
And Shepherds do Adore. 8 


There's none its forces can veſiſt, 
Or its Decrees Evince, 
It Conquers where, and whom it liſt, 


The Cottager and Prince. 


1n entering here, the King reſigns, 
The Robe and Crown he wore; 

The Slave new Fetters gladly joyns 

19 thoſe be dragte'd before. : 


—_— 


ro A Voyage to the 

AL thithey come, early or late, 
Direted by defere, 

Not Glory can divert their fate, 

Nor quench the Amorows fire. 


The Enterances on every ſide, 
- Th Attracts ard Beauties Guard, 
The Graces with awanton Pride, 
By turn ſecure the Ward, 


The God of Love has lent *em Darts, 


With which they gently Greet, 
The heedleſs undefended Hearts 
That paſs the fatal Gate, 


None ere eſcapt thewelcamid blow, 
Which nere is ſent in vain; 
They Kiſs the Shaft, and Bleſs the Fae, 
That L7ves the pleaſing Pain. 


I /le of Love. 
Thus whilſt we did this grateful ſtory learn, 
We came ſo near the Shoar, as to diſcern 


The Place and Objedts, which did ſtill appear 
More Raviſhing, approaching 'em more near. 


There the vaſt Sea, with a ſmooth calmneſs 
(flows 


As are the Smiles on happy Lovers Brows ; 
As peaceably as Rivulets it glides, 

Imbracing {till the ſhaded I{lands ſides z 
And with ſoft Murmurs on the Margent flows, 
Asif to Nature it deſign'd Repoſez 

Whoſe Muſick ſtill is anſwer'd by the Breeze, 
That gently plays with the ſoft rufi'd Trees, 


Fragrant and Flowry all the Banks appear 
Whoſe mixt diſ-orders more delightful were, 
Then if they had been plac'd with Artful care, 
The Cowſlip, Lilly, Roſe and Jeſamine, 

The Daffodil, the Pink and Eglintine, 

Whoſe gawdy ſtore continues all the year, 
Makes but the meaneſt of the Wonders here, 


Here 
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Herethe young Charmers walk the Banks a-long, 
Here all the Graces and the Beauties throng, 

But what did moſt my Admiration draw, 

Was that the Old and Ugly there I ſaw, 

Who with'their Apiſh Poſtutes, void of ſhame 
Still praftice Youth, and talk of Darts and Flame 
T laught to ke, a Lady out of date, 
A worn out Beauty, once of the firſt rate; 
With youthful Dreſs, and more fantaſtick Prate, 
Setting her wither'd Face in thouſand forms, 
And thinks the while ſhe Dreſſes it in charms ; 
Diſturbing with her Court : the buſter throng 


Ever Addreſling to the Gay and Young 
There an old Batter'd Fop, you might behold, 
Laviſh kis Love, Diſcretion, and his Gold 
On a fair ſhe, that has a Trick in Art, 

To cheat him of his Politicks and Heart ; 

Whilſt he that Jilts the Nation ore and ore, 
Wants ſenſe to find it 1n the f abtiller }/--re. 


Thug 
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The Man that on this Iſle before had been, 
Finding me ſoadmire at what I d ſeen ; 5 


Thusſaid tome ————=- :. © 
LOVE* s Power, | 


OVE. when be Shoots Meth his Dis 
'B Regards not where they light : | 
The A ged to the Youthful Hearts, 
At random they unite. 
The ſoft un-bearded Youth, who never found 
The Charms in any Blooming Face, 
From one of Fifty takes the Wound ; 
Aud eagerly perſues the cunning Chaſe - 
While ſhe an Arted Youth puts on 
Softens her Voice, and languiſhes her Eyes 3 
AﬀeTs the Dreſs, the Mean, the Tone. 
Aſſumes the noyſy Wit, and ceaſes to beWiſe3 
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The tender Maid to the Rough Watrier yields 3 

Onfrighted at his Wounds and Scars, 

Purſues himthrough the Camps and Fields, 
Aud Courts the ſtory of his dangerous Wars, 
With Pleaſure hears his Scapes, and does not fail, 
To pay him with a Joy for every T ale. 


The fair young Bigot, full of Lowe and Prayer, 
* ' Doats onthe lewd and careleſs Libertine ; 
The thinking States-man fumbles with the Playey, 
And dearly buys the (barely wiſhing) Sin. 
The Peer with ſome mean Damſel of the trade, 
Expenſive, common, nely and decay'd * | 
The gay young $quire,on the blouz'd Landry Maid, 
All things in Fheves, 7: Earth, and Sa, 
Love give his Laws unto ; 
Tho' under different ObjeFs, they 
Alike obey, and bow 3 


Iſle of Love: 


S ottetames fo be reveng'd ON thoſe, 


Whoſe Beauty makes *em prondly nice, 
He dives a Flame on them impoſe, 


To ſome unworthy choice. 


. 
VZEX —. I. 4. ho: $i 
* wh by 


Thus rarely equal Hearts in Love you'l find, 
Which makes 'ers ſtill preſent the God as Blind, |] 


Whilſt thus he ſpake,my wondering Eyes were ſtaid | 
With a profound attention ona Maid ! | 
Upon whoſe Smiles the Graces did a-wait, | 
And all the Beaxtzes round about her fate ; 
Officious C#pid's do her Eyes obey, 

Sharpning their Darts from every Conquering Ray: 
Some from her Smiles they point with ſoft deſires, 
Whilſt others from her Motion take their Fires : 
Some the Imbroiderd Vail and Train do bear, 
And ſome around her fan the gentle Air, | 
Whilſt others flying, ſcatter fragrant Show'rs, | 
And ſtrow the paths ſhe tread with painted worwl 1 


The reſt are all imployd to dreſs her Bow?rs 3 
While 
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While ſhe does all, the ſmiling Gods carreſs, 
And they newAttributes receive from eachAddreſs. 


The CHARACTER. 


FN ch Charms of Youth, ſuch Raviſhment 
0 Through all her Form appear d, 
As if in her Creation Nature meant, 
] She ſhou'd a-lone be ador'd andfear d - 
Her Eyes all ſiveet, and languiſhingly move, >? 
Tet ſo, as if with pity Beauty flrove, 
This to decline, and that to charm with Love. 
A chearſul Modeſty adorn'd her Face, 
And bafhjul Bluſhes ſpread her ſmiling Cheeks ; 
Witty ber Air 5 ſoft every Grace, 

And tis eternal Muſichwher ſhe ſpeaks, 
Fromwhich young liſtening Gods the Accents take 
And when they wow'd a perfeF Conqueſt make, ; 
. Teachtheir young favourite Lover ſo to ſpeak. 

Her 
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2 


Her half diſcover driſng Boſome bare, 
Were beyond Nature form'd ; all Heavenly fair. 

Tempting her adreſs, looſe with the Wind it flew, 

Diſcovering Charms that wou'd alone ſubdue, 

Her ſoft white ſlender Hands whoſe touches wou'd 

Beget deſire even in an awful God ; 

Long Winter d Age to tenderneſs wou'd move, 


Her Neck, on which all careleſs fell her Heir, r 


And in his Frozen Blood, blooms a new ſpring of 
(Love. 


All theſe at once my Raviſht Senſes charnrd, 

And with unuſual Fires my Boſome warm'd. 

Thus my fixt Eyes purſu'd the lovely Maid, 

| Till they had loſt her in the envied Glade; 
Yet ſtill I oazd, as if I ſtill had view'd 

The Obje&, which my new deſires purſu'd, 

| Loft, 
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Loſt while I ſtood ; againſt my Will, my fight 
Conducted me unto a new delight. 
Twelve little Boats were from the Banks unty'd, 
And towards our Veſſel fail'd with wondrousPride, 
With wreathes of Flowers and Garlands they were 
OY - (dreſt, 
Their Cordage all of Silk and Gold conſiſt, 
Their Saits of ſilver'd Lawn, and Tinſel were, 
Which wantonly were ruffled in the Air. 
As many little Cupids gayly clad, 
Did Row each Boat, nor other guides they had. 
A thouſand ZephiresFann'd the moving Fleet, 
Which mixing with the Flow'rs became more ſweet 
And by repeated Kiſs did afſume 
From them a ſcent that did the Air perfume. 
So near us this delightful Fleet was come, 
We cou'd diſtinguiſh what the Cxpid's ſung, 
Which oft with charming Notes they did repeat, 


With Voices fuch as I ſhall nere forget. 
Tos 
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You that do ſeek, with Amorous deſires, 
To taſt the Pleaſures of the Life below, 


Land on this Wand, and renew your Fires, 


For without Love, there is no joy, you know, 


Then all the Cypi4s waiting no Commands, 


With ſoft inviting Smiles preſent their Hands, 


And in that filent Motion feem'd to ſay, 

You ought to follow, when Love leads the way. 
Made with delight, and all tranſported too, 
I quitted Reaſon, and refoly'd togo; 

For that bright charming Beauty I had ſeen, 
And burnt with ſtrange defire to fee agen, 


Filld with new hope, I laught at Reaſons force, 


And towards the Iſland, bent my eager Courſes 


The Zephires at that inſtant lent their Aid, 
And I into Loves Fleet was foon convey d, 
And by a thouſand Friendſhips did receive; 


Welcomes which none butGod's of Love coud give; 


© 2 


Many 
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Many poſleſt with my Curioſity, 

Tho? notinfpir'd like me, yet follow'd me, 
And many ſtaid behind, and laught at us : 
And ina ſcoffing tone reproacht us thus, 


Farewel Adventurers, go ſearch the Joy, 
Which meighty Love inſpires, and you ſhall find, 
The treatment of the wond'rous Monarch Boy, 
In's Airy Caſtle always ſoft and kind. 


AndlulPd with Mufick which the Zephzres made, 
When with the Amorous ſilken Sails they plaid. 
Rather did them as wanting Wit account, 

Then we in this affair did Judgment want, 


Weon the fragrant Beds of Roſes laid, | 


With Smiles of pity only anſwer'd them, 
Whilſt they return'd us pitying ones again. 
Now tothe wiſht for Shoar, with ſpeed we gh; 


Vain with our Fate, and cager of our Joy, 
And 
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Andas upon the Beech we landed were, 

An awful Womandid to us repair. 

Goddeſs of Prudence! who with graveadyvice, 
Counſels the heedleſs Stranger to be Wiſe 3 
She guards this Shoar, and Paſſage does forbid, 
But now blind Senſe her Face from us had hid ; 
Wepaſs'd and diſ-obey'd the heavenly Voice, 
Which few &er do, but in this fatal place. 


[ ſeek the Charming Author of my Pain, 

And haunt the Woods,the Groves,and ev'ry Plain, 

I ask each Chryſtal Spring,cach murmuring Brook, 
Who ſaw my fair, or knows which way ſhe took ? 

[ ask the Eccho's, when they heard her Name ? 

But they cou'd nothing but my Moans proclaim 5 
My Sighs, the fleeting Winds far oft do bear, 


My Charmer, coud no ſoft complaining hear : 


Now withimpatient haſt, (but long in vain) 


Atlaſt, where all was ſhade, where all was Gay 3 
On a Brooks Brink, which purling paſt away, 
Aſleep the lovely Maid extended lay ; 

C 3 Of 
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Of difterent Flowers, the Capids made her Bed, 
And Roſey Pillows, did ſupport her Head ; 

With what tranſported Joy my Soul was fild, 

When I, the Object of my wiſh beheld, 

My greedy View each lovely part ſurvey'd 3 

On her white Hand, her Bluſhing Cheek was laid 
Half hid in Roſes 3 yet did ſo appear 

As if with thoſe, the Lillys mingled were 

Her thin looſe Robe did all her ſhape betray, 
(Her wondrous ſhape that negligently lay) 

And every Tempting Beauty did reveal, 

\ But what young baſbtul Maids wou'd ſtill conceal ; 
Impatient I, more apt to hope than fear, 
Approacht the Heavnly {leeping Maid more near 3 
The place, my ilame, and all her Charms invite 
To taſt the facred Joys of ſtoln delight. 

The Grove was filent, and no Creature by, 
But the young ſmiling God of Love andI ; 


But as before the awful ſhrine, I kneel'd, 


Where Loves great Myſtery was to be reveald, 
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A Man from out the Groves receſs appears, 

Who all my boaſted Vigor turn'd to fears, 

He ſlackt my Courage by a kind ſurprize, 

And aw'd me with th' Majeſty of his Eyes 

I bow'd, and bluſht, and trembling did retire, 

And wonder'd at the Pow*r that checkt my fire 3 
So excellent a Mean, ſo good a Grace, 


So grave a Look, fuch a commanding Facez 


In modeſt Speech, as might well ſubdue, 
| Youth's native wildnefs 3 yet *twas gracious t00z 
A little Cxpid waiting by my fide, 

(Who was preſented to me for a guide) 
Beholding me decline, the Sleeping Maid, 

| Togaze on this Intruder, —— Thus he faid, 
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RESPECT: 
[. 


W 1M who you ſee ſo awful and ſevere, 
= 1s cald Reſpect, the Eldeſt Son of Love; 
_ Eſteem 43s Mother 3s 5 whoevery where 
Is the beſt Advocate to all the fair, 
' And knows the moſt obliging Arts to move : 
Him you muſt ſtill carreſs, and by his Grace, 
Towl conquer all the Beauties of the Place ; 
Wc gain hin "tis not Words will do, 
His Rhetorick is the Bluſh and Bow. 


IL 


He even requires that you ſhoud ſilent be, 

FIC underſtand 720 Language but from Eyes, 

Or Sighs, the ſoft Complaints on Cruelty; 

Which ſooneſt move the Heart they won'd ſurprize < 
. Res ono 0. and "Thy 
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They like the Fire in Limbecks gently move, 
What words (too hot and fierce) deſtroy; 

Theſe by degrees infuſe p laſting Lowe; 

Whilſt thoſe do ſoon burn out the ſhort blaz'd Toy. 
Theſe the all gaining Touth requires, 

And bears to Ladies Hearts the Lambent Fires ; 

And He that wou'd againſt deſpair be proof, 


Can never keep him Company enough. 


Inſtructed thus, I did my fteps direc, 

Towards the neceſſary Grave Reſpe@F, 

Whom Iſoon won to favour my deſign, 

To which young LOVE his promis'd aid did joyns 
This wak*t Aminta, who with trembling fear, 


Wonder'd to (ce a ſtranger enter'd there 


With timorousEyes the Grove ſhe does ſurvey, 
Where are my LOVES ſhe crys! all fled away ? 
And left me in this gloomy ſhade alone? 


And with a Man! Alas, I am undone. 


Then 
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Then ſtrove to fly ; but Iall proftrate lay, 
And graſping faft her Robe, oblig'd her ſtay ; 
Ceaſelovely Charming Maid, Oh ceaſe to fear, 
I faintly cry'd, ——There is no Sazyr, nears 


Tam of humane Race, whom Beauty Aws, 
And born an humble Slave to all her Laws z 
Belides we're not alone within the Grove, 
Behold Repe&, and the young God of LOVE: 
Haw can you fear the Man who with theſe two, 
In any Shade or hour approaches you ? 

Thus by degrees her Courage took its place 3 
And uſyal Bluſhes dreſt again her Face, 

Then with a Charming Air, her Hand ſhe gave, 
She bade me riſe, and ſaid ſhe did believe. 

And now-my Converſation does permit 3 

But oh the entertainment of her Wir, 

Beyand her Beauty did my Soul ſurpnze, 
Her Tongue nad Charms more pow'rful than her 

: | - (Eyes! 
An 
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Ah Lyſidas, badſt thou a liſtner been | 


To what ſhe ſaid; tho'her thou ne're had'ſt ſeen, 
Without that Senſe, thou hadſt a Captive been. 
Gueſs at my Fate, —- but after having ſpoke, 
{ Many indifferent things: Her leave ſhe took. 
The Night approact't, and now with Thoughts 
(opprelt, 

I minded neither where, nor when to Reſt, 
When my Conducer LOVE ! whom [I purſu'd, 
Led toa PalacecalFd Inquietude, 


INQUIE TUDE. 


A4 Neighbouring Villa which derives its name, 
From the rude ſullen Miſtreſs of the ſame 3 
A Woman of 4 ſtrange defornwd Aſped 3 
Peevifhly. penſfue, fond of her negle@ 3 

| 9he never in one poſture does remain, 

Now leans, lyes down, then on her Feet again 5 
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Sometimes with Snails ſhe keeps a lazy pace, 
Aud ſometimes runs like Furies in a Chaſe ; 
She ſeldam ſauts her watchful Eyes to ſleep, 
Which pale and languid does her Viſage keep 
Her looſe negleFed Hair diſorder d grows ; 
Which undeſign'd her Fingers diſcompoſe ; 
Still out of Humour, and deprau'd in Senſe, 
And Contradi@®ive as Impertinence 3 
Diſtruſiful as falſe States-men, and as nice 
In Plots, Intrignes, Intellizence and Spies. 


To her we did our Duty pay, but ſhe 


Made no returns to our Civility. 


Thenceto my Bed z where reſt in vain I ſought, 
For pratling LOVE full entertain'd my hound 


_ Andtomy Migd, a thouſand Fancies brought : 


Aminte's Charms and Pow'rful Attradtions, 


From whence I grew to make theſe ſoft RefleCtions. 


Tho 
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The REFLECTION. 


I, 


WW” diffcrring Paſſions from what once I 
(ft 


My yielding Heart do melt, 

And all my Blood 45 in a Feaver barns, 

Vet ſhivering Cold by turns. 
What new varicty of hopes and fears £ 

What ſuddain fits of Smiles and Tears ? 
Hope! Why doit thou ſometimes my Soul imploy 

With Proſpects of approaching Toy 2 

Why doſt thou make me pleas d and vain, 

And quite forget lait minutes pain £ 


What Sleep wou'd calm, Aminta keeps awake 3 
And 1 all Night ſoft Vows and Wiſhes make. 


Hhen 
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V'Vhen to the Gods I would my Prayers adareſs, 


And ſue to be forgiven, 
Aminta's name, I till expreſs, 
And Love is all that I confeſs, 


Love ad Aminta ! Ever out Rival Heaven ! 


IL: 


Books give me 20 content at all 
Unleſs oftCowly entertain my Mind, 

' Then every pair in Love 1 find; 
Lyſander þize, Aminta her, I call - 
THI the bewitching Fewel raiſe the fire; 

V Vhich was deſign'd but to divert, 
Then to cool Shades Iragingly retire, 

To eaſe my hopeleſs panting Heart, 

Tet thereto every thing begets deſrre. 


Each flowry Bed, and every loanly Grove, 
 luſpires new V Viſhes, new impatient Love. 


Thus 
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Thus all the Night in vainT ſought repoſe, 
And early with the Sun next day, I roſe ; 


Still more impatient grew my new deſires, 
To ſee again the Author of my Fires, 


Love leads me forth,to little*CARES we paſs, * Little 
Where Love inſtructed me Aminta was 3 =» 


Far from Inquietude this Village ſtands, 
And for its Beauty all the reſt commands 5 
In all the 1/e of Love, not one appears, 

So raviſhingly Gay as Little Cares. 


Little CARES, or Little Arts to, pleaſe: 


þ ae all the Amorous Youth repait, 
To ſee the ObjeF's of their Vows 5 


No Fealouſfes approach *em there ; 
They Baniſh Dulneſs and Deſpair 3 
And only Gayety and Mirth allow, 
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The Houſes cover'd o're with flow'rs appear, 
Like fragrant Arbours all the year, 

i V Vhere all the dear, the live-long day, 

In Muſick, Songs, and Balls is paſs away 

All things are form'd for pleaſure and delight, 
V Vhich finiſh not but with the Lieht ; 
But when the Sun returns again, 


They hold with that bright God an equal Reign. 


Þ 


There no Reproaches dwell ; that Vice 
Ts baniſht with the Coy and Nice. 
The Froward there leary Complyance; 
There the Dull V Viſe his Gravity forſakes, 
The Old diſpoſe themſelves to Dance, 
And Melancholy wakens from his Trance, 
And againſt Nature ſprightly Humour takes. 
The formal States-man does his Int reft quit, 
And learns to talk, of Love and V Vit ; 
There 


Iſle of Love. 

| There the Philoſopher ſpeaks Senſe, 
Such as his Miſtreſs Eyes inſpire 5 
Forgets his learned Eloquence, 


Nor now compares his Flame to his own Chimich 


( fre, 
ITT. 


The Miſer there opens his Golden heaps, 
And atiLove's Altar, offers the rich Prize 
His necdleſs fears of want does now deſpiſe, 
And as a laviſh Heir, he Treats and Reaps 
The Bleſſings that attend hit erateful Sacrifice. 
Even the Fluttering Coxcomb there 
Does leſs ridiculous appear : 
For in the Crowd ſome one unlnck y Face, 
With ſome particular Grimmas, 
Has the ill fate his Heart to "arm, 
Which gives him juſt the Senſe to know bis pain £ 
Whezrce he becomes leſs talkative and vain, 
D There 
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There *tis the Muſes dwell ! that ſacred Nine, 
Who teach the inlarged Soul to prove, 


No Arts or Sciences Divine, 

But thoſe inſpir d by T here and Love! 
Gay Converſation, Feaſt, and Maſquerades, 
Aereccable Cabals, and Sevinades ; | 

Eternal Muſick, Gladnefs, Smiles and Sport, 
Make all the bus neſs of this Little Court. 


At my approach new Fires my Boſom warmz 
New vigorl receive from every Charm : 

I found invention with my Love increaſe ; 
And both mmſtruct me with new Arts to pleaſe 3 
New Gallantrys I ſought to entertain, 

And had the Joy to find *em not in vain ; 

All the Extravagance of Youth I ſhow, 

And pay'd to Age the Dotagel ſhall owe 3 


All a beginning Paſſion can conceive, 


\Vhat beauty Merits, or fond Love can give. 


W1 ue 
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With diligence I wait 4mizt2's look, 
And her decrees from Frowns or Smiles I took, 
To my ney fixt reſolves, no ſtop I found, 
My Flame was uncontroul'd and knew no bound 5 
Unlimited Expences every day | 
On what I thought ſhe lik'd, 1 threw away 7 
My Coaches, and my Liverys, richand new, 
In all this Conrt, none made a better ſhow. 
Aminta here was unconfin'd and free, 
And all a well-born Maid cou'd render me 
She gave: My early Viſits does allow, 
And more ingagingly receives menow, 
Her ſtill increafing Charms, Her foft Addreſs, - 
A Partial Lover cannot well Exprels, 
Her Beautys with my flame each hour increaſe. 
"Twas here my Soul more true content receiv'd, 
Then all the Duller hours of Lite I'd liv'd. 
— — But with the envying Night I (till repair 
To Inquietudez none lodge at little Care, 
D 2 The 
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There *tis the Muſes dwell ! that ſacred Nine, 
Who teach the inlarged Soul to prove, 


No Arts or Sciences Divine, 

But thoſe inſpir d by Them and Love! 
Gay Converſation, Feaſt, and Maſquerades, 
Aerecable Cabals, and Sevrinades ; 

Eternal Muſick, Gladneſs, Smiles and Sport, 
Make all the bus'neſs of this Little Court. 


At my approach new Fires my Boſom warm 
New vigorl receive from every Charm : 

I found invention with my Love increaſe ; 
And both imſtruct me with new Arts to pleaſe 3 
New Gallantrys I ſought to entertain, 

And had the Joy to find *em not in vain ; 

All the Extravagance of Youth I ſhow, 

And pay'd to Age the Dotagel ſhall owe 3 


All a beginning Paſſtoncan conceive, 


\Vhat beauty Merits, or fond Love can give. 


W1 j F 
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With diligence I wait 4xzit2's look, 


And her decrees from Frowns or Smiles I took, 
To my new fixt reſolves, no ſtop T found, 
My Flame was uncontrouFd and knew no bound 5 
Unlimited Expences every day | 
On what I thought ſhe lIik'd, I threw away : 
My Coaches, and my Liverys, richand new, 
In all this Conrt, none made a better ſhow. 
Aminta here was unconfin'd and free, 
And all a well-born Maid cou'd renderme 
She gave: My early Viſits does allow, 
And more ingagingly receives me now, 
Her (till increafing Charms, Her foft Addreſs, - 
A Partial Lover cannot well Expreſs, 
Her Beautys with my flame each hour increaſe. 
'Twas here my Soul more true content recetv'd, 
Then all the Duller hours of Lite I'd liv'd. 
—— But with the envying Night'I (till repair 
To Inquietudez none lodge at little Care, 
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The haſty Minutes ſummon me away, | 


While parting pains ſurmount paſt hoars of Joy, 

And Nights large Reckoning over-pays the day. 

The GOD of Sle:p his wonted Aid denys 3 

Lendsno repoſe, or to my Heart or Eyes : 

Oaly one hour of Reſt, the breaking Morning 
(brought, 

= In which this happy Dream Aſſail'd my Thought, 


The DREAM. 


\ LL Trembling in my Arms Aminta lay, 
A Defending of the Bliſs, I ftrove to take 3, 
Raiſing my Rapture by her kind delay, 

Her force ſo charming was and weak. 
The ſoft reſiſt ance did betray the Grant, 
While T preſt on the Heaven of my deſrres ; 
Her ring Breaſts with nimbler Motions Pant ; 
Her dying Eyes aſſume new Fires. 


Now 
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Now to the height of lenoniſpment ſhe grows, 
And ſtill her looks new Charms put on 5 

— Now the laſt Myſtery of Love ſpe knows, 

We Sigh, and Kiſs: Iwak'd, and all was done. 


"Twas but a Dream, yet by my Heart I knew, 
Which ſtill was Panting, part of it was true: 
Oh how I ſtrove the reſ{tto have believ'd 5 
Aſham'd and Angry to be undecerv'd þ 
But now LOVE calls me forths and ſcarce allows 
A Moment to the Gods to pay my Vows : 
He all Devotion has in diſ-eſteem, 
But that which we too fondly render him: 
LOVE dreſt metor the day ; and both repair, 
With an impatient haſt to Lzttle Carez 
Where many days m? advantage I purſu'd, 
But Night returns me to [nquzetude 3 
Thereſufter'd all that abſent Lovers griev'd, 
And only knew by what I felt I iv'd 
D 3 
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A thouſand little Fears afflidt my Heart, 

And ail its former order quite ſubvert 3 

The Bcauty's which all day my hope imploy'd, 

Seem now too excellent to be enjoy'd., 

I number all my RIVALS over now, 

Tnen Raving Mad with JealoufteI grow, 

Which does my Flame to that vaſt height increaſe 3 

That herelI found, I lov'd to an Exceſs: 

Theſe wild Diſtra&ions every Night increaſe, 

But day ftill reconciles me into Peace; 

And T forget amidft their ſoft Delights, 

The un-imagin'd torment of the Nights. 
'Twasthusa whileI liv'd at little Care, 

| Without advance of Favour or of tear, 

When fair A-:inta from that Court departs, 

And all her Lovers leave with broken Hearts, 

' Or: mealone ſhe does the Grace confer, 

In a Permiſton I ſhou'd wait on her. 

Oh with what cager Joy I did obey! 

. which for fear it ſhou'd my Flame betray, 
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[VeiPd with Compliſancez which Lovers Eyes 
Might find tranſported through the feign'd diſguiſes 
Eat hers were unconcern'd 3 or wou'd not fee, 
The Trophicsof their new gain'd Victory : 

 Aminta now to Good Reception goes 
{ Aplace which more af Entertainment ſhows 
ThenState or Greatneſs ; where th' Inhabitants, 
Are Civil to the height of Compliſance 3 "— | 
They Treat all Perfons with a cheartul Grace, | 
And ſhow *em all the pleaſuresof the Place 3 
By whoſe Example bright Aminta too, 
Confirm'd her ſelf, and more obliging grew. 
Her Smiles and Air more Gractous now appear 3 
And her Victorious Eyes more fiveetneſs wear : 
| The wonderous Majeſty that dreſt her Brow, 
Becomes leſs Awful, but more Charmingnow : 
Her Pride abating does my Courage warm, 
And promiſes ſucceſs from every Charw. ; 
Shenow permits my Eyes, with timorous Fears, 
To tell her of the Wounds {he as made by hers, 
D 4 | Againſt 
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Againſt her Will my Sighsſhe does approve, 

And ſeems well pleas'd to think they come from 
(Love. 

Nothing oppos'd it ſelf tomy delight, 

But abſence from Amirtaevery Night. 

But LOVE, who recompentes when he pleaſe, 

And has for every Cruelty an eaſe 3 

Who like to bounteous Heaven,aſligns aſhare 

Offature Bliſs to thoſe that ſuffer here : 

Led me to HOPE ! A City fair and large, 

Built with much Beauty,and Adorn'd with Charge. 


HOPE. 


IA TS wonderowus Populows from the exceſs, 
: Of Perſons from all parts that thither preſs : 


Oze f..!e of this maznifick City ſtands, 
On a foundation of unfaithful Sands 5, 
Which oftentimes the glorious Load deſtroys, 
Which long deſigning was with Pop and Noiſe; 


The 


/ 
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The other Parts well founded neat and ſtrong, 

Leſs Beautiful, leſs Buſineſs, and eff Throng. 

'Tis built upon a Rivers Bank, who's clear 


And Murnuring Glide, delights the Eye and Ear. 


The River of PRETENSION. 


His River's call'd Pretenlions and its ſource 
FT 1* a bordering Mountain owes, fſroue whence 
(with force, 
It ſpreads into the Arms of that calm ſpace, 
Where the proud City dayly ſees her face 3 
Tis treacherouſly ſmooth and falſl 'y fair, 
Inviting, but undoing to come near 3 
'Gainſt which the Houſes there find no defence, 
But ſuffer undermining Violence ; 
Who while they Stand, no Palaces do ſeem,” 
1n all their Glorious Pomp to equal them. 
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This River's Famous for the fatal Wrecks, 
Of Perſons moſt 1Iluſtrious of both Sex, 
Who to her Boſom with ſoft Whiſpers drew, 
Then baſely {mil'd to. ſee their Ruin too, 


*Tis there ſo many Monarchs periſht have, 


And ſeeking Fame alone have found a Grave, 


Twas thitherT was tempted too, and LOVE. 

Maliciouſly woud nzed3 my Condadt prove 
Which Pafhon nov t© ſuch a paſs had brought, 

It gave admittance to tc weakeſt thought, 

And with a full carreer to this i:i'z Bay 

I ran. But met Precantion in my way. 

With whom Reſpe# was, wo tijus gravely faid, 

Pretenſion z a Rzver you wmje Dread c 


Fond Youth decline thy fatal ixejoiution, 


Here unavoidably thou meets Confuſion 3 
Thor fly ſt with too much haſt to certain Fate, 
Follow my Counſel, and be Fortunate. 


Aſhamd 
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Aſham'd, all Bluſhing I decline my Eyes, 
Yet Bow?d and Thank'd Refped# for his advice. 

| From the bewitching River ſtraight I hyd, 

| And hurried to the Cities fartheſt fide, 
| Where lives the Mighty Prince Hope ? to whom 
| The whole Iſle as their ORACLE do come 3 
Tho' little Trath remains in what eſays, 

Yet all adore her Voice, and her Wiſe  Condud 
| . (praiſe, 


The Princels HOPE. 
I. 


He blows the Youthful Lovers flame, 
W And promiſes a ſure repoſe-; - ' 
Whilſt with a Treaſon void of ſhame, 
His fancy'd Happineſs ore-throws. . 
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Her Language 3s all ſoft and fair, , | 
But her hid Senſe is naught but Air, ( 
And can no ſolid reaſon bear ; 
As often as ſhe ſpeaks, 
Her faithlefs Word fhe breaks 3 
Great i: Pretenſion, in Performance ſmall, 
And when ſhe Swears "tis Perinry all | 
Hler Promiſes like thoſe of Princes are, F 
Made in Neceſſity and War, S 
Canceld without remorſe, at eaſe, 
In the voluptuous time of Peace. 


I T. 


Theſe are her qualities 5 but yet. 
She has aPerſon ful of Charms, 
Her Smiles ere able to.bege. | 

Forgiveneſs for her other harms 3 
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She's moſt divinely ſhap'd, her Eyes are fiveer, 
And every Glance to pleaſe ſhe does employ, 

With ſuch addreſs, ſhe does all perſons treat, 

As none are weary of her flattery, 

She ſtill conſoles the moſt affliFed Hearts, 

And makes the Proud vain of his fancy'd Arts. 


Amongſt the reſt of thofe who dayly came, 

| T admire this Prizceſs, and oblige their flame, 

| (Condudted thither by a falſe report, | 

| That Happineſs reſided in her Court ) : 

| Two young ſucceſsleſs Lovers did refort : 

| One, ſo above his Aim had made pretence, 

That even to Hope, for him, was Impudence 3 

Yet he *gainſt Reaſons Arguments makes War, 

And vainly Swore, his Love did merit her. 

Boldly Attempted, daringly Addreſt, 

| And with unbluſhing Confidence his flame conteſt. 
The other yas a Baſhful Youth, who made 

His Paſſion his Devotion, not his Trace; 
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No fond opimiater, who a price, 

Sets on his Titles, Equipage, or Eyes, 

But one that had a thouſand Charms in ſtore, 
Yet did not nnderſtand his Conquering Pow'r : 
This Prizcefs with a kind Addreſs receives 
TheſeStrangers 3 and to both new Courage gives. 
| Sheanimates the haughty to go on! 

Say A Town long beſieg'd muſt needs be won. 
Time and Reſped remove all ob(tacles, 

And obſtinate Love, arrives at Miracles. 


Were ſhe the Heir to an illuſtrious Crown, 

Thoſe Charms, that haughty meen, that fam'd renown, 
That wondrous sk;l} you doin Verſe profeſs, 

That great diſdain of common Miſtreſſes 3, 

Can when you pleaſe with aid of Billet Deux, 

The Royal Virgzn to your Arms ſubdue, 

One «hill d in all the Arts to pkaſe the fair, 

Shou'd be above the Senſe of dull deſpair : 

Go on young noble Warrier then go on, 


' Though all the fair are by that I ove undone. 
Then 


Iſle of Love. 


Then turning to the other : S7r, ſaid ſhe, 
Were the bright Beauty you Adore like me, 
Your ſilent awful Paſſion more wou'd move, 
Than all the bold and forward Arts of Love. 
A Heart the ſofteſt compoſition forms, 

And ſooner yields by treaty, then by ſtorms 5 
4 Look, a Sigh, a Tear, is underſtood, 


And makes more warm diſcorders in the Blood, 


Has more ingagi::2 iender Eloquence, 

Then all the induſtry of Artful Senſe, 

90 falling drops with their ſoft force aloae, 

Inſinuate kind impreſſuons in obdurate Stone. 
But that which moſt my pity did imploy, 

Was a young Hero, full of Smiles and Joy. 

A noble Youth to whom indulgent Heaven, 

Had more of Glory then of Virtue given 3 

Conducted thither by a Politick throng, 


The Rabble Shounting as he paſt along, 


Whilſt he, vain with the beaſtly Din they make, 


(Which were the ſame, if Bears were going to ſtake) 


Ad- 
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Addrefles to this faithleſfs Flatterer 3 
Who in return, calls him, young God of War / 


The Cities Champion ! and his Conntries Hope, 


The Peoples Darling, and Relioions Prop. 
Scepters and Crowns does to his view expoſe; 
And all the Fancied pow*r of Empire ſhows. 
In vain the Viſion he wou'd dis-believe, 

In ſpight of Senſe ſhe does his Soul deceive : 
He Credits all! nor ask's which way or how, 
The dazling Circle ſhall ſurround his Brow 
implicitly attends the flattering Song, 

Gives her his eaſy Faith, and is undone. 


For with one turn of State the Frenzy's heal'd, 


The Blind recover and the Cheats reveald. 
Whilſt all his Charmzs of Youth and Beanty lies, 
The kind reproach of pitying Enemies. 
To me ſhe ſaid, andſmiling as ſhe ſpoke, 
Lifander, you with Love, have Reaſon took, 
Continue ſo, and from Aminta's Heart, 


Expe& what Love and Beauty can impart. 


wan ww! has . 
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[ knew ſhe flatter'd, yet I cou'd not chooſe 
| But pleaſe my Self, and credit the Abuſe ; 
| Her charming Words that Night reposd me more, 
Then all the orateful Dreams I'd had before. 
| Next daylI roſe, and early with the Sun; 
| Love guided me to Declaration, 
| Apleaſant City built with Artfiil Care, 
To which the Lovers of the Ifle repair. 
In our purſuit Reſpec? diflatisfy*d, 
Did the unreaſonable Adventure chide ; 
Return unheedy Youth cry'd he, return! 
| Let my advice tl? approaching danger warn : 
| Renouncethy Purpoſe and thy haſte decline, 
| Or thou wilt ruine all Loves great deſign ; 
Amaz'd I ſtood, and unreſfolv'd t obey, 
| Cou'd not return, durſt not purſue my way J 
Whilſt L O V E who thought himſelf concern'd as 
| 4 (Guide, 
| Pth' Criminal Adventure. Thusreply'd : 


E LOVE'S 
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LOVE's Reſentment. : 


Ul we eternal Martyrdom puyfne ? 
M Muft we ſtill Love, and always ſuffer too 8 EF 
Myuft we continue ſtill to dye, b 
And ne'r declare the cruel Cauſe 3 
Whilſt the fair Murdreſs asks not why, 


Buttrinmphs in her rigorous Laws 3 


And grows more mighty in diſdain, 
Mizre Peeviſh, Humorous, Proud and Vain 
The more we lauguiſh by our Pain £ 
And when we Vow, Inplore, and Pray, 
Shall the Inhumane crucl fair, 
Ozly with nice diſdain the ſufferer pay? 
Conſult her Pride alone in the affair, 
And coldly cry —-In tine perhaps I may — 
Conſider and redreſ{the Youth's deſpair 3 
And when ſhe wou'd a Period put to*s Fate, 


Alas, ber ernel Mercy comes too late! 
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: But wiſe Reſpet? obligingly reply'd, 


q Amintas Cruelty you need not dreud, 

Tour Paſſaon by your Eyes will ſoon be known, 

' Without this haſt to Declaration 3 

' "Tis Iwill gnide you where you ſtill ſhall find, 

|| Aminta iz beſt Humour and moſt kind. 

| Strong were his Arguments his Reaſonings prove 
| Too pow'rful for the angry God of Love. 

Who by degrees t' his native ſoftneſs came, 

| Yields to Reſpec# and owns his haſte a blame. 

' Both vow obedience to his judging Wit, 

And to his graver Conduct both ſubmit, 

Who now invites us to a Reverend place, 

' Anancient Town, whoſe Governor he was. 

| Impregnable, with Baſtions fortify'd, 

' Guarded with fair built Walls on every ide, 

: The top of which the Eye cou'd ſcarce diſcern; 

| So ſtrong as well ſecur'd the Rich concern 3 

| Silence with Modeſty and Secreſy, 

| Have all committed to their Cuſtody. 
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Silence to every queſtions ask'd, reply 
With apt Grimaſles of the Face and Eyes 3 


Her Finger on her Mouth 3 and as you've ſeen, 


Her Picture, Handſom, with fantaſtick mean, 
Her every Motion her Commands expreſs, 
But ſeldom any the hid Soul confeſs. 

The Virgix Modeſty 1s wondrous fair, 

A baſhful Motion, and a bluſhing Air; 
With un-afſur'd regard her Eyes do move, 
Untaught by aftectation or Selt-love 3 

Her RG6bes not gaudy were, nor looſely ty'd, 
But even concealing more then need be hid. 
For Secreſze, one rarely ſees her Face, 

Whoſe lone Apartment is fome Dark receſs 3 
From whence unleſs fome great affairs oblige, 
She finds 1t difficult todiſcingage ; 

Her voice 1s low, but ſubtilly quick her Ears, 


And antwers {ti]l by ſigns to what ſhe hears; 


Ss ©. - TER Soo. . p 
-—L.£4 Dy Reſpect we did an entrance get, 


Reagan. : 
1Yiag any thing, who ere we met, « 
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The City of DISCRETION. 


FE Houſes there, retir'd in Gardens arg, 


And all is done with little noiſe, 


One ſeldom ſees Aſſemblies there, 

Or publick ſhows for Grief or Joys. 

One rarely walks but in the Night, 
And moſt endeavour to avoid the Light. 


There the whole World their bus neſs carry, 


H-ithout or confident, or Secretary < 


One ſtill is under great conſtraint, 


Mus? always ſuffer, but ner make complaint, 


Ths there the dumb and ſilent lanouiſhes, 


Are predic'd, which ſo well explain the Heart : 
Which without ſpeaking can ſo much expreſs, 
And ſecrets to the Soul the neareſt way impart 3 


Language which prettily perſwades belief 5 
Who's felent Eloquence obliges Joy or Griet. 


E 3 
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This City's called Dz/cretion, being the name 


Of her that is Lieutenant of the ſame, 

And Siſter to RepeZ, a Lady who 

Seldom obtains a Conqueſt at firſt view 3 

But 1n repeated Vifits one ſhall find, 

Sufficient Charms of Beauty and of Mind : 

Her vigorous piercing Eyes can when they pleaſe, 
Make themſelves lov'd, and underſtood with Eaſe. 

| Not tooſevere, but yet reſerv'd and wile, 

And her Addreſs 1s full of ſubtilties 

Which upon all occaſions ſerves her turn; 

T* expreſs her Kindneſs, and to hide her ſcorn ; 
Diſlimulations Arts, ſhe uſeful holds, | 
And in good manners ſets 'em down for rules. | 
Twas here Amintaliv'd, and here I paid 

My conſtant viſits to the lovely Maid. 

With mighty force upon my Soul I ſtrove, 

To hide the Sent'ments of my raging Love. 

All that I ſpoke did but indifferent ſeem, 

Or went no lygher than a great eſteem, 
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| But *twas not long my Paſſion I conceal'd, 
My fame in ſpight of me, it ſelf reveal'd. 


The lene Confeon. 


ND tho I do not - ſpeak, alas, 
My Eyes, and Sighs too much do jay ! 
And pale and languiſhing my Face, 


The torment s of my Soul betrays 
They the ſad ſtory do unfold, 
| Lovecannot his own ſecrets held ; 
And though Fear ty's my Tongue 3 Reſpe® my Þyes, 
[-- - The ſomething will diſcloſe the pain 5 
Which breaking out throw's all diſguiſe 3 
Reproaches her with Cruelties 3 
Which ſhe augments by new diſdain 3 
— Where ere ſhe be, I ſtill am there 3 
\ Whhat-ere ſhe do, I that prefer ; 
| Tn ſpight of all my ſtrength, at her approach, 
| Tiremblewith a ſight or touch ; Oo 
E:4 Paje- 
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This City's called Dzſcretion, being the name 

Of her that is Lieutenant of the ſame, 

And Siſter to RefpeF ;, a Lady who 

Seldom obtains a Conqueſt at firſt view 3 

But 1n repeated Vifits one ſhall find, 

Sufficient Charms of Beauty and of Mind : 

Her vigorous piercing Eyes can when they pleaſe, 

Make themſelves lov'd, and underſtood with Eaſe. 

| Not tooſevere, but yet reſerv'd and wile, 

And her Addreſs is full of ſubtilties; 

Which upon all occafions ſerves her turn; 

T* expreſs her Kindneſs, and to hide her ſcorn ; 

Diſlimulations Arts, ſhe uſeful holds, 

And in good manners ſets 'em down for rules. 

Twas here Amzztaliv'd, and here I paid 

My conſtant viſits to the lovely Maid. 

With mighty force upoa my Soul ſtrove, 

To hide the Sent'ments of my raging Love. 

A]l that I ſpoke did but indifferent ſeem, 

_ Or went no lygher than a great eſteem, 


Iſle of Love. 


| But” twas not long my Paſſion I conceal'd, 


| My flame in ſpight of me, it ſelf reveal'd. 


The filene Confeſſion. 


ND tho I do not - ſpeak, alas, 
My Eyes, and Sighs too much do ſay ! 
And pale and languiſhing my Face, 


The torments of my Soul betray; 
They the ſad ſtory do unfold, 
' Lovecannot his own ſecrets held ; 
And though Fear ty's my Tongue 3 Reſpel? my Eyes, 
Vet ſomething will diſcloſe the pain 3 
| Which breaking out throw's all diſguiſe 3 
D Reproacbes her with Cruelties 3 
Which ſhe augments by new diſdain 5 
— Where ere ſhe be, 1 ſtill am there 3 
\ Whhat-ere ſhe do, I that prefer ; 
bs ſpight of all my ſtrength, at her approach, 
| Tiremble with a fight or touch ; | 


E-4 
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Paleneſs or Bluſhes does my Face ſurprize, 


If mine by chance meet her encountering E Jes ; 
Twas thas ſhe learn'd my V Veakneſs, and her Pow'rs3 
And knew too well ſhe was my Conqueror. 


And now — — 
Her Eyes no more their wonted Smiles aitord, 
But grew more fierce, the more they were ador'd ; 
The marks of her eſteem which heretofore 
Raisd my aſpiring flame, oblige no more 3 
She calls up all her Prideto her defence 3 
And as a Crime condemns my jult pretence 3 
Me from her preſence does1n Fury chaſe ; 
No ſupplications can my doom reverle 3 
And vainly certain of her Victory, 
Retird into the Dez: of Cruelty. 
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The Den of Cruelty. 


A Den where Tygers make the paſſage good, 

1h? hollow of a mighty Rock 'tis plac'd, 

LV Vhich by the angry Sea is ſtill imbrac'd : 

V Vhoſe friebtful ſurface conſtant Tempeſt wears, 

V Vhich ſtrikes the bold Adventurers with Fears. 
The Elements their rudeſt VVinds ſend ont, 

I Vhich blow continual coldneſs round about. 

Upon the Rock eternal V Vinters dwells, 

V Vhich weeps away in dropping Tjicles 3 

1 he barren hardneſs meets 720 fruitful Ray, 

Nor bears it Iſſue to the God of day 

AII bleck and cale, th unſhady profped lies, 

And nothing grateful meets the melancholy Eyee. 


To this dire place Azzinta goes, whilſt I, 
Begg'd her with Prayers and Tears to paſsitby 3 


And all attempting Lovers make their Food; 


All 
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All dyingon the Ground my ſelf I caſt, 

And with my Arms her flying Feet imbrac'd ; 
But ſhe from the Kind force with Fury flung, 
And on an old deformed Woman hung. 

A Woman frightful, witha horrid Frown, 
And ore her angry Eyes, her Brows hung down : 
One ſingle Look of hers, fails not t' impart, | 

A terfor and deſpair to every Heart : 

She fills the Univerſe with diſcontents, 

And Torments for poor Lovers ſtill invents. 
This is the mighty Tyrart Cruelty, 

Who with the God of Love 1s ſtill at enmity z 
She keeps a glorious Train, and glorious Court, 
And thither Youth and Beauty ſtill refort : 

But oh my Soul form'd for Loves ſofter Sport, 
Cou'd not endure the Rigor of her Court ! 
Which her firſt rude Addrefdid fo affright, 
That Iall Trembling haſted from her Sight, 
Leaving theunconcern'd and cruel Maid, 

And on a Riyers Bank my {el all fainting laid ; 


Which 
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Which River from the obdurate Rock proceeds, 
And caſt's it ſelf ith' Melancholy Meads. 


The River of Deſpair. 


Ts Torrent has no other ſource, 

[| But Tears from dying Lovers Eyes 3 

Which mixt with Sighs precipitates its courſe 3 

Softning the ſenſlefs Rocks in gliding by 

Whoſe doleful Murmurs have ſuch Eloquence 5 

That even the neighbouring Trees and flow'rs have pi- 
tying ſenſe 5 

And Cruelty alone hprows in what ſort, 

Againſt the moving ſound to make defence, 

Who laughs at all deſpair and Death as ſport. 


A diſmal Wood the Rivers Banks do bear, 
Securing even the day from entering there 3 


\ 
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The Suns bright Rays a paſſage cannot find, 

Whoſe Boughs make conſtant War againſt the 
(Wind 3 

Yet though their Leaves glimmers a ſullen Light ; 

Which rendersall below more terrible than Night» 

And ſhows upon the Bark of every Tree, 

Sad (tories carv'd of Loveand Cruelty ; 

TheGreveis filPd with Sighs,with Crys,and Groans 

Reproaches and Complaints in dying Moans ; 

The Neighbouring Ecchos nothing do repeat, 

But what the Soul ſends forth with fad regret 3 

And all things there no other Murmurs make, 

But what from Language full ofdeath they take, 
:T'was 1n this place diſpairing ere to free 
Amintatfrom the Arms of Cruelty, 

That I defignd to render up my Breath, 
And charge the cruel Charmer with my Death. 


The 


Tſle of Love. 


The RESOLVE. 


Ow my fair Tyrant F deſpiſe your Pow'r ; 


N 


This eaſy Trophy which your ſcorn, 
Led bleeding by your Chariot-ſide ; 
Tour haughty ViGory to adorn, 
Has broke the Fetters of your Pride, 
Death takes his quarrel now in hand, 
And laughs at all your Eyes can do; 
His pow'r thy Beauty can withſtand, 
Not all your Smiles can the grine victor bow. 
He'll hold no Parley with your Wit, 
Nor anderſtands your wanton play, 
Not all your Arts can force him to ſubmit, 
Not all your Charms can teach hine to obey, 
Yowr youth nor Beauty can inſpire, 
His frozen Heart with Love's perſwaſroe fire 3 


Alas, you cannot warm him to one ſoft deſire 3 


*Tis Death, not you becomes my Conqueror 3 


Oh 
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Oh mighty Death that art above, 


The pow'r of Beauty or of Love ! 


Thus ſullen with my Fate ſometimes I grew, 
And then a fit of ſoftneſs wou'd enſue, 

Then weep, and on my Knees implore my Fair , 
And ſpeak as if Aminta preſent were, 


The QUESTION. 


A AY my fair Charmer, zmſt I fall; 
0 AVitim to your Cruelty 2 
And muſt T ſuffer as a Criminal 2 
Is it to Love offence enongh to dye £ | 
Is this the recompence at laſt, 
Of all the reſilefs hours I've paſt 2 
How oft my Awe, and my Reſpe@, 
Have fed your Pride and Scorn ? 
How have I ſuffer d your negleF, 
Too mighty to beborn £ 
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How have 1 ſtrove to hide that flame 
You ſeem'd to diſ-approve 8 
How careful to avoid the name 
Of 1enderneſs or Love ? 
Leaſt at that Word ſome guilty Bluſh ſhowd own, 
What your bright Eyes forbad me to make known. 


Thus fill'd the neighbouring Eccho's with my Cry, 
Did nothing but reproach, complain and dye: 

One day 
All hopeleſs on the Rivers Brink I ſtood, 
Reſolv'd to plunge into the Rapid Floud, 


That Floud that eaſes Lovers in deſpair, 

And puts an end to all their raging care : 

Tis hither thoſe betray'd by Beauty come, 

And from this kinder ſtream receive their doom 5 
Here Birds of Ominous preſages Net, 


Securing the forlorn Inhabitants from reſt : 


we, _p—_—_ oc 
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Here Mid-night-Owls, night-Crows, and Ravens 
(dwell, 


Filling the Air with Melancholy Yell : 


Here ſwims a thouſand Swans, whoſe doleful moan 


Sing dying Lovers Requiems with their own : 

I gaz'd around, and many Lovers view'd, 

Gaſtly and pale, who my deſign purſu'd ; 

But moſt inſpir'd by ſome new hope, or won 

To finiſh ſomething they had left undone 3 

Some grand Important bug neſs of their Love, 

Did from the fatal precipice remove : 

For me, no Reaſon my deſigns diſſwade, 

Till Love all Breathleſs haſted to my Aid 3 

With force m' unfixing Feet he kindly graſpt, 

And tenderly reproacht my deſperate haſt, 
Reproach'd my Courage, and condemn'd my Wit, 
That meanly cou'd ta Womansſcorn ſubmit, 
That cou'd to feed her Pride, and make her vain, E 
Beſtroy an Age of Life, fora ſhort date of pain: f 
He 
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He wou'd have left me here, but that] made, | 
IN many friendſhips asdid ſoon perſwade, 
The yielding Boy, who SmiPPd, refolv'd and ſtaid, - 
He rais'd my Head, and did again renew. 

His Flatteries, and all the Arts he knew : 

Tocall my Courage to its wonted place. 

What cry'd he — (ſweetly Angry) ſhall a Face 
Arm'd with the weak refiſtance of a Frown, 

Force us to lay our Claims and Titles down ? 

Shall Craelty a peeviſh Womanprove, 

Too ſtrong tobe overcome by Youth and Love? 
No! rally all thy Vigor, all thy Charms, 

And force her from the cruel Tyrants Arms ; 
Come, once more try th' incensd Maid to appeaſe, 


| Death's in our pow'r to graſp when ere we pleaſe; 


| Heſaid ——— And 1 the heavenly voice attend, 
{ Whilſt towards the Rock our haſty ſteps we bend, 
Before the Gates with all our forces Iye, 
Reſoly'd to Conquer, or relolv'd to dye; 
| = -” 
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In vain Love all his feeble Engines rears, 

His ſoft Artillery of Sighs and Tears, 

Were all in vain — againſt the Winds were ſent, 


For ſhe was proof *gainſt them and languiſhment, 
Repeated Vows and Prayersmov'd noRemorle, 
And 'twas to Death alone I had Recourlſe : 

Love in my Anguiſh bore a mighty part, 

He pityed, but he cou'd not eaſe my Heart : 

A thouſand ſeveral ways he had aſlay'd, 

To touch the Heart of this obdurate Maid 5 
Rebated all his Arrow's ſtill return, 


| For ſhe wasfortify*d with Pride and Scorn. 


The uſele(s Weapons now away he flung, 
Neglected lay hisIvory Bow unſtrung, 

His gentle Azure Wings were all unprun'd, 
And the gay Plumesa fading Tin& aflum'd; / 
Which dowa his ſnowy ſides extended lay, 
And now no more in wanton Motions play. 
He bluſht to think he had not left one dart, 
Ot force enough to wound Aminta's Hearts 
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He bluſht to think ſhe ſhou'd her freedom boaſt, 
Whilſt mine from the firſt Dart he ſent was loit: 
Thus tir'd withour Complaints 3 ( whilſt no relief; 
Reſcu'd the fleeting Sou], from killing Grief ) 
Weſaw a Maid approach, who's lovely Face, 
Diſdaind the Beauties of the common race: 

Soft were her Eyes, where unicizn'd Sorrow dwelt, 
And on her Checks in pitying Show'rs they melt ; 
| Soft was her Voice, and tenderly it ſtrook, 

The eager liening Sou], when e're ſhe ſpoke; 
And what did yet my Courage more augment, 


She wore this ſadneſs for my languiſhment, 


And (ighing ſaid, ah Gods ! have you 
| Beheld this dying Youth, and never found, 
A pity for a Heart ſo true ? 
| Which dyes adoring her that gave the Wound, 
His Youth, his Paſſion, and his Conftancy, 
M-rits je Gods a kinder Deſtiny. 
"F >» Wi.b 
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With pleaſure I attended what ſhe aid, 

And wonder at the friendſhip of the Maid. 

Of LOVE I ask'd her name? who anſwer'd me, 
'T was Pity : Enemy to Cruelty - 

Who often came endeavouring to abate, 

The Languiſhments of the unfortunate ; 

And ſaid, if ſhe wou'd take my injur'd part, 
She ſoon wou'd ſoften fair Am7zta's Heart 3 

For ſhe knows all the ſubtilleſt Arts to move, 
And teach the timorous Virgin how to love. 
With Joy I heard, and my Addreſs apply*d, 

To gain the Beauteous Pzty to my Side : 
Nothing I left untold that might perſwade, 

Thc liſtening Virgin toafford her aid. 

Told her my Paſlions, Sorrows, Pains and Fears, 
And whilſt I ſpoke, confirm?d 'em with my Tears; 
All which with down-caſt Eyes ſhedid attend, 
And bluſhing ſaid, my Tale had made a Friend ; 

i zow'd and thankt her with a cheartullook, 
Vhich yeing return'd by hers, her leave ſhe took : 
Now 
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Now to Amintaall inhaſte ihe hyes, 

Whom ſhe aflaiPd wich ſorrow 1n her Eyes, 

| Andaſad ſtory of my Miſeries. 

Which ſhe with ſo much tenderneſs expreſt, 

| Asforc'd ſome Sighs from the fair Charmers Breaſt3 

The ſubtil Pz#y found ſhe ſhould prevail, 

And oft repeats th' infinuating Tale, 

And does inſenfibly the Maid betray, 

Where Love andI, Panting and Trembling lay 3 

Where ſhe beheld th effets of her diſdayn, 

And in my languid Face ſhe read my Pain. 

Down her fair Cheeks ſome pitying drops did 
5. (glides 

Which cou'd not be reſtrain'd by feebler Pride; 

| Againſt my anguiſh ſhe had no defence, 

| Such Charms had grief, my Tears ſuch Eloqueneez 

| My Sighsand Murmurs ſhe began” approve, 

And liſten'd to the ſtory ofmy LOVE. 

With tenderneſs, ſhe did my Sufferings hear, 

And even my Reproaches gow cou'd bear : 

v 3 
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Atlaſt my trembling Hand in hers ſhe took, 
And with a charming Bluſh, theſe Words ſhe ſpoke* 


: [. 


1 
\ dithful Lifſander, 1 your Vows approve, 
i CÞAndcan no longer hide, 
My Senſe of all your ſuffering Love, 
With the thin Veil of Pride. 
I 


*Twas long in Vain that Pity did aſſail, 
My cold and ſtubborn Heart 

Fre on th' inſenſible ſhe con'd prevail, 

I'S render any Part. 
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I1I, 


To her for all the tenderneſs, 
Which in my Eyes you find, 

Tou mnſt your gratitude expreſs, 
*Tis Pity only makes me kind. 


LY. 


Live then Liſlander, ſmmce I uſt confeſs, 

In ſpight of all my native modeſty, 
I cannot wiſh that you ſhou'd Love me leſs, 
Live then and hope the Circling Sun may ſee, 
In his ſwift courſe p grateful change in me, 
And that in time your Paſſuon may receive, 


All you dare take, and all a Maid may give. 


Oh Ly{das, 1 cannot here relate, 
The Senſe of Joy ſhe did in me create 
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The ſudden Bleſling overcame meſo, 

It almoſt finiſht, what Grjeffail'd to doz 

I wanted Courage for the ſoft ſurprize, 

And waited re-enforcements from her Eyes : 

At laſt with Tranſports which I cou'd not hide, 
Raiſing my ſelf from off the ground, Icry'd. 


The TRANSPORT. 


Ejoyce! my new made happy Soul, Rejoyce ! 
Bleſs os ater minute, bleſs the Heav'nly 


(voice 
That bas revokt thy fatal doom 5 
Rejoyee ! Aminta leads thee from: the Tomb. 
Baniſh the anxious thoughts of dying hours, 
Forget the ſhades and melancholy Bow' rs, 


7 hy Eyes fo oft bedew'd with falling ſhow'rs : 5 
Baniſh all Thoughts that do remain, ) 
| of Sighing Days and Nights of Pain, 18 
Fben Us wg lected Beds of Mo thou, ſt lain 
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0h happy Youth ! Aminta bids thee live 3 

Thank not the ſulſen God's or defer Stars, 
Since from her Hand thou doſt the Prize receive 
Hers be the Service, as the bounty hers 3 

For all that Life muſt dedicated be, 

To the fair God-like Maid that gave it Thee. 


Now Lyſides, behold my happy Stare 3 
Behold me Bleſt, behold me Fortunate, 
And from the height of languiſhing deſpair, 
Rais'd to the Glory of Azinta's care: 
And this one moment of my Heaven of Joy, 
Did the remembrance of paſt Griets deſtroy : 
And Pzty ceas'd not here; but with new Eloquence, 
Obliges the ſhy Maid to viſit Confidence. 
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CONFIDENCE. 


$ Lady lovely, with a charming Meer, 
Gay, frank, and open, and an Air ſerene 3 


Iz every Look fe does her Soul impart, 

With eaſe one reads the Sent ments of her Heart 3 
Her Huavour generows, and her Language free, 
And all ber Converſation graceful Liberty : 

Her Villa 7s Touth's general Rendezvous, 
Where indelightful Gardens, winding Groves, 
The happy Lovers dwell with ſecreſte, 
Un-interrupted by fond Fealouſie : 

*1s there with Innocence, they do and ſay 

A thouſand things, to paſ the ſhort-liv'd day < 
There free from cenſuring Spies, they entertain, 
gd pleaſures taſt, un-intermixt with pain. 


*Tis there we ſee, what moſt we do adore, 


And yet welanguiſh to diſcover more. 
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Hard fate of Lovers, who areneer content, 

In an Eſtate ſo Bleſt and Innocent. 

Bat ſtill preſs forward, urg'd by ſoft defires, 

To Joys that oft extinguiſhes their Fires ; 

In this degree I found a happineſs, 

Which nought but wiſhing more cou'd render 
(lf. 

I ſaw Aminta here without controul, 

And told her all the Secrets of my Soul ; - 

Whilſt ſhe t' expreſs her height of Amity, 


Communicated all her Thoughts to me. 
The REFLECTION, 


H with what Pleaſure did 1 paſ away, 
() T he too ſwift courſe of the delightful day # 
* What Joys 1 found in being a Slave, 
| To every Conquering Smile ſhe gave, 
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Whoſe every ſweetneſs wou'd inſpire, 
The Cinick and the Fool with Lowes 
Alas, TI needed no more Fire, 
Who did its beight already prove - 
Ah my Aminta! had I been content, 
Vith this degree of Raviſhment, 
With the nee r ſatisfy'd delight I took, 
Ozly to prattle Love, to ſigh and look, 
With the dull Bartering Kiſs for Kifs, 
And never aintd at higher Bliſs, 
With all the ftealths forgetful Lovers make, 
V Vhen they their Little Covenants break - 
Tp theſe ſad ſhades of Death Þd not been hurl 'd, 
And thou mightſt ſtill have bleſt the drooping V Vorld 
But though my Pleaſure werethas vaſt and high, . 


Tit I owes inſatiate Luxury, 
Stillwiſh'd, reveal'd the unkrown Myſtery. 


But ſtill Love 1importun'd, nor cowd I reſt, 


Ss often, and impatiently he preit, 
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That I the lovely Virgin wou'd invite, 

To the ſo worſhipp'd Temple of Delight. 

By all the Lovers ArtsI ſtrove to move, | 
And watch the fofteft Minutes of her Love, 


Which againſt all my Vowsand Prayers were proof. 


Alas ſhe loy'd, but did not love enough : 

And Icoud no returns but Anger get, 

Her Heart was not intirely conquer'd yet; 

For liking, I miſtook her Complyſance, 

And that for Loves when twas her Confidence. 
But *twas not long my Sighs I did imploy, 

Before ſhe rais'd me to the height of Joy. 

 Andall my Fears and Torments to remove; 

Yields I ſhall lead her to the Cort of LOY E. 
Here L y{das thou thinks me ſure and bleſt, 

With Recompence for all my paſt unreſt; 

But fortun'd ſmil'd the eaſter to-betray, 

She's leſs inconſtant than a Lover's Joy : 

For whilſt our Chariot Wheels out-ſtript the Wind 


2 


Leaving all thought of Mortal Cares bctind. 
© Whilſt 
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Whilſt we ſate gazing full of new ſurprize, 


Exchanging Souls from eithers darting Eyes, 

We encounter'd Ore who feem'd of great Com- 
(mand) 

Who ſciz'd the Reins withar all-pow'rful hand : 

Awful his looks, but rude in his Addreſs, 

And his Authority roughly did expreſs 

His violent Handshe on Amintalaid, 

And out of mine ſnatch'd the dear trembling Maid; 

So ſuddenly as hinder'd my defence, 

And ſhe cou'd only ſay in parting thence. 


F orgive T.,xander what by farce Tao, 
Since nothing elſe can rawiſh me ſrom you 3 

Make no reſiſtance, I obey * Devoir. * Datys 
Who values not thy Tears, thy Force or Prajer, 
Retain thy Faith and Love Amunta ſtil, 

Since ſhe abandons thee againſs her Will, 
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Immoveable I remain'd with this ſurprize; 

Nor durſt reply ſo much as with my Eyes. 

I ſaw her go, but wasof Senſe bereav'd, 

And only knew from what I heard, I liv'd; 

Yes, yes, [ heard her laſt Commands, and thence 
By violent degrees retriev'd my Senſe. 

Ye Gods 1n this your Mercy was ſevere, 

You might have ſpar'd tne uſeleſs favour here. 

But the firſt Thoughts my Keaton d1d conceive; 
Were to purſuethe injurious Fugitive. : 
Raving, that way I did my haſte direct, 

But once more met the Reverend Reſpes, 

From whom [ ſtrove my ſelf to diſ-ingage, 

And faigr'd a calmneſs to diſguiſe my Rage. 

In vain was all the Cheat, he ſoon perceiv'd, 

Spight of my Smiles, how much, and why I griev'd3 
Saw my deſpairs, and what I meant to do, 

And begg'd I wou'd the raſh Defign forego; 

A thouſand dangers he did repreſent, 


T win me from thedeſperate attempt. 
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Fever found his Counſel juft and good, ' 
Andnow reſoly'd it ſhou'd not be withſtood ; 
Thus he ore-came my Rage, but did not free, 
My Soul-from Griets more painful Tyranny ; 
Grief tho* moreſoft, did not leſs cruel prove, 
Madneſs 1s eahter far then hopeleſs Love. 

I parted thus, but knew not what todo; 
Nor where went; nor didI care to know ; 
With folded Arms, with weeping Eyes declind ) 
I ſearch the unknown ſhade, I cou'd not find, ; 
And mixt my conſtant Sighs with flying Wind. 

By ſlow unſteady ſteps the Paths I trace, 

Which undeſign'd conduct me to a place 

Fit for a Soul diſtreſt ; obſcurd with ſhade, 

Lonely and fit for Love and Sorrow made; 

"The Murmuring Boughs themſelves together twiſt, 
And *twou'd allow to Grief her ſelf ſome reſt, 
laviron'd*tis with lofty Mountains round, 

From whence the Eccho', Sighs, and Crys rebound ; 
Here 
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Here in the midſt and thickeſt of the Wood; | 
Coverd with bending Shades a Caſtle ſtood, 
Where Abſexce that dejefted Maid remains, 


Who nothing but her Sorrow entertains. 
ABSENCE. 


ER mourning languid Eyes are rarelyſhown, 
Unleſs to thoſe affliFed like her own 5 


Her lone Apartment all obſcure as Night, 
Diſcover'd only by a glimmering Light : 

Weeping ſhe ſate her Face with Grie f diſmail, 
Which all its natural ſweetneſs has decaid; 

Tet in deſpight of Grief there does appear, 

The ruin'd Monuments of what was fair, 

Er cruel Love and Grief had took poſſeſſzon there 
Theſe made her old without the aid of Nears ; 

Worn out, and faint with lingring hopes and fears, 
ohe ſeldowz anſwers ought but with her Tears. 


G No 
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No Train attends, ſhe only is obey'd 

By Melancholy, that ſoft, ſilent Maid - 

A Maid that fits her Humour every way, 

With whom ſhe paſſes all the tedious day < 

No other object can her Mind content, 

She Feeds and Flatters all her languiſhment 3, 
The noiſy Streams that from high Mountains fall 3 
And rater all the Neighbouring flowry Vale : 

The Murmurs of the Rivulets that glide, 

Againſt the bending Seges on the ſides, 

Of mournful Birds the ſad and tuneful Noats, 
The Bleats of ſtraggling Lambs,and new zean'd Goats: 
The diſtant Pipe of ſome lone Mountain Swain, 
Who to his injur'd Paſjzon fits his ſtrain; 


Is all the Harmony, her Soul can entertain. 


Ona ſtrict league of Friendſhip we agree, 
Forl wasſad, and as forlorn as ſhe ; 


Toall her Humours, I conform my own, 


Together Sigh, together Weep, and Moan 
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| Like her to Woods and Fountains I retreat, 
And urge the pitying Eccho's to repeat 

My tale of Love, and at each Period found 
Aminta's name, and bear it all around, | 

Whilſt liitening Voices do the charm reply, 
And loſt in mixing Air, together dye. 

There minutes Jike dull days creep {low]y on, 
And every day I drag an Aze along 

The coming hours cou'd no more pleafures haſt, 
Than thoſe {o in{upportably Pd paſt. 

I rav'd, I wept, I witht, but all in vain, 

The diſtant Maid, nor ſaw, nor eas'd my pan 3 
With my ſad tale, each tender Bark I &ll, 

This — foft complaints, and that -- my Ravings tell; 
This bears vain Curſes on my cruel fate, 

And Bleflings on the Charming Virgin, that 

The Willow by the lonely Spring that grows, 
And o're the Stream bends his forfaken Boughs.. 
I call Lzſazder, they like him I find, 

Murmur and ruff'd are with every Wind, 
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On the young ſpringing Beech that's ſtraight and 


tall 
[ Carve her name, and that Amzrta call 3 
But where I ſee an Oak that Climbs above, 
The reſt, and grows the Monſter of the Grove 3 
Whoſe pow'rful Arms when aiding Winds do bloy, 
Daſh all the tender twining Shades below, 
And even in Calms maliciouſly do ſpread, 
That naught beneath can thrive, imbrace or breed; 
Whoſe miſchiefs far exceed his fancy'd good, 
Honour I call him: Tyrant of the Wood. 
Thus rove from Thought to Thought without re- 
(liek : 
A change *tis true; but'tis from Grief to Grief 
_ Vhich when above my ſilence they prevail, 
ith Love I'm froward, on my Fortune rail, 
.\nd to the Winds breathe my neglected Tale. 


To 


Iſle of Love. 


all Jo To LOYE. 


" | he Love thy pretty Flatteries ceaſe, 
1 hat feeble Hope you give 3 

Unleſs twoud make my bappineſs, 

In vain dear Boy; in vain you ſtrive, 


It cannot keep my tortur'd Heart alive. 
I I. 


Tho thou ſhow dſt give me all the Joys, 
Luxurious Monarch's do poſſeſs, | 
Without Aminta tis but empty noiſe, 
Dull and inſipid happrneſs; 
dud you in vain invite me to a Feast, 
| here my Aminta cannot be a Gueſt. 
G 3 
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Te glorious 1rifles, I renounce ye all, 
Since ſhe n0 part of all your ſplendour makes 
Let the Dull unconcern'd obey your call, 
Let the gay Fop, who his Pert Courtſhip takes ; 
For Love, whilſt he Profanes your Deity, 
Be Charm'd and Pleas'd with all your neceſſary vanity. 


I'V. 


But 9ive me leave, whoſe Soul s inſpir d, 
With ſacred, but deſpairing Love. 
To dye from all your noiſe retir'd, 
And Buricd he within this ſilent Grove. 
For whilſt I Live, my Soul 's a prey, 
To inſugnificant deſires, ; 
Whilſt thou fond God of Love and Play, 
With allthy Darts, with all thy uſeleſs Fires, 
FVith 


Iſle of Love. 
VVith all thy wanton flatteries cannot charm, 
Nor yet the ſrozen-hearted Virgin Warm. 


V. 


Others by abſence Cure their fire, 
Me it inrages more with pain 3 
Each thought of my Aminta blows it higher, 
And diſtance ſtrengthens my deſire 3 
I Faint with wiſhing, ſpace I wiſh in vain ; 
Either be gone fend Love, or let me dye, 
Hopeleſs deſire ad wits no other remedy. 


Here *twas the height of Crcity I prov'd, 

By abſence from the ſacred Maid I lov'd : 

And here had dy'd, but that Love found a way, 
Some Letters from Aminta to convey, 

Which all the tender marks of pity cave, 

And hope enough to make me with to Live. 

|  -4Q 4 From 
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From D»ty, now the lovely Maidis freed, 


And calls me from my lonely ſolitude : 

Whoſe cruel Memory'in a Moments ſpace, 

The thoughts of coming Pleaſures quite deface ; 
With an impatient Lovers haſt I flew, 
To the vaſt Blefting Love had ſet in view, 

But oh I found Amizntann a place, 
Where never any Lover happy was |! 


RIVALS. 


Ivals'tis calfd, a Village where 
The Inhabitants in Fury ſtill appear 3 
Mali cious paleneſs, or a generoxs red, 
Or every angry face is ſpread, 
Their Eyes are either ſmiling with diſdain, 
Or fiercely glow with raging Þire. 
Gloomy and ſullen with d:ſjembl'd pain, * 
Love in the Heart, Revenge in the deſire : 
Combates, Duels, Challenges, 
F the diſcourſe, and all the bur neſs there. 
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Reſpe® of Blood, nor ſacred ſriendſhip tyes 
Can reconcile theCivil War, 


U 


Rage, Horror, Death, and wild deſpair, 

Are ſtill Rencounter'd, and ſtill prais'd there. 
'Twas here the lovely cruel Maid I found, : 
Incompaſs'd with a thouſand Lovers round 3 
At my approack I ſaw their Biuſhes riſe, 

And they regarded me with angry Eyes. - 

Aminta too, or elſe my Fancy was, 

Receiv'd me with a ſhy and cold Addreſs, 

-I cou'd not ſpeak--but Sigh'd, retir'd and Bow'd 3 
With pain I heard her Talk and Laugh aloud, 
And deal her Freedoms tothe oreedy Crowd. 

I Curſt her Smiles, and envy'd every look, 

And Swore it was too kind, what e're ſhe ſpoke 3 | 
Condemn'd her Air, rail'd on her ſoft Addreſs, 

And vow'd her Eyes did her falſe Heart confeſs, 
And vainly wiſht their Cha rming Beauties leſs. 

A Secret hatred in my Soul I bgar, 
Againſt theſe objects of my new deſpair 3 
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I waited all the day, andAall in vain; 


 Notone lone minute ſnatche, toeaſe my pain 


Her Lovers went and came in fuch a ſort, — 
It rather ſeem'd Loves-Office than his Conrt, ; 
Made for eternal Bs ze, not his Sport. 

| Loveſaw my pain, and found my rage grew high, 


And led me off, tolodge at Fealouſre. 
JEALOUSIE. 


I. 

Palace that is more un-eaſy far, 
A Then thoſe of cruelty and abſence are, 
There conſtant ſyow'rs of Hail and Rains ag flow, 
Continual Muramring V Vinds a-round do blow, 
Eternal Thunder rowling in the Air, 
And thick dark hanging Clouds the day obſcure ; 
FH ace jullen dawn all ObjeFs multiplies, 
Hind render things that are not, to the Eyes, 


4 hat with ſuch ſubtil Art d:lude the feht, 


hat one can ſee no Object true or right, 


F 2ntoms appear byth2 dull gloomy lis /t, 


Iſle of Love. 

I here tranſported and impatient grow 
And all things out of order doz 

Haſty and peeviſh every thing I ſay, 

Suſpicion and diſtruſt”s my Paſſuns fway, 

And bend all Nature that un-eaſy way. 


[ I. 


A thouſand Serpents gnaw the Heart ; 
A thouſand Viſrons fill the Eyes, 

Aud Deaf to all that canrelief impart, 
We bate the Counſel of the Wife, 

And Senſe like Tales of Lunaticks deſpiſe : 


Faithleſs, as Couzen'd Maids, by Men undoxe, 


And obſtinate as new R«ligion, 
As full of Error, and falſe Notion too, 
As Dangerous, and os Politich 
As Humerous as a Beauty without Vit ; 
As Vain and F ancyful in all we do : 
—-Thus Wreck the Soul, -as if it did conceal, 


Love Secrets which by torturing two'd reveal. 


Þ 
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Reſtleſs and wild, ranging each Field and Grove; 
I meet the Author of my painful Love ; 

But till ſurrounded with a numerous Train 

Of Lovers, whom Love taught to Sigh and Fawn, 
At my approach, my Soul all Trembling flies, 
And tells its ſoft Reſentment at my Eyes: 

My Face all pale, my iteps unſteady fall, 

And faint Confuſion ſpreads1t ſelf ore all. 

Tliften to each low breathd Word ſhe ſays, 

And the returns the happy Anſwerer pays: 

When catching half the Senſe, the reſtInvent, 
And turn it ſtill to what will moſt Torment ; 

If any thing by Whiſpers ſhe impart, 

'Tis Mortal, *tis a Dagger at my Heart 5 

And every Smile, each Motion, Geſture, Sign, 

In favour of ſome Lover Iexplain: 

When I am abſent, in ſome Rivals Arms, 

I Fancy ſhe diſtributes all her Charms, 

And ifalone Ifind her ; ſighing cry, 

Some happier Lover ſhe expeds than I. 


Iſle of Love. 
So that Idid not only Jealousgrow, 
. Of all I ſaw; but all T fancy'd too. * 


The COMPLAINT: 
[. | 
| FT in my Jealous Tranſports T word ery, 
() Te happy ſhades, ye happy Bow'rs, 
Why ſpeaks ſhe tenderer things to you than me £2 
Why does ſhe Smile, carreſs and praiſe your Flowers 2 
Why Sighs ſhe (opening Buds) her Secrets all 
Into yorr fragrant Leaves ? 
Why does ſhe to her 4id your ſweetneſs call, 
Vet take leſs from you than ſhe gives £ 
Why on your Beds muſt you be happy made, 
And be together with Aminta laid ? 
You from her Hands and Lips may KISSES take, 
And never meet Reproaches from her Pride 3 
A thouſand Raviſhing ſtealths may make, 
And even into ber ſofter Bojoine glide. 


And there expire ! Oh happy Rival flowers, 
How wainly do I wiſh m1y Fate like that of Tours 


IT, 
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Tell me ye ſilent Groves, whoſe Gloom invitec, 

The lovely Charmer to your Solitudes 2 

Tell me for whom ſhe languiſhes and ſighs £ 

For whom ſhe feels her ſoft Inquietudes ? 

Name me the Youth for whom ſhe makes her Vows, 
For fhe has breath'd it oft amongſ# your liſtening 
Oh happy confidents of her Amours, £ Boughs? 
How wainly do I wiſh my Fortune bleſt as Yours. 


[IT. 


O72 happy Brooks, oh happy Rivoulets, 
And Springs that in a thouſand Windings move ; 
Upon your Banks how oft Aminta ſts, 

And pratiles to you all her Tale of Lowe: 

Whiljt your ſmooth ſurface little Circles bears, 
From the Inpreſſuons of ber falling Tears, 

And as you wantonly reflefing paſs, 
Glide o're the lovely Image of her Face; 


Iſle of Love. 


And ſandifies your ſtream, which as you run, 
Toru Boaſt in Murmurs to the Banks along. 


y 


Dear ftreams ! to whom: ſhe gives her ſofteſt hours, 


 Hyw vainly do 1 wiſh my happineſs like yours. 


Sometimes I rail'd again, and wou'd upbraid, 
Reproachfully, the charming fickle Maid :; 
Sometimes I vow?'d to do 't no more, 
But one, vain, ſhort-liv*d hour, 
_ Would Perjure all I'd Sworn betore, 
: And Damn my fancy'd Pow'r. 
Sometimes the ſullen fit wou'd laſt, 
A teadious live-long day: 
But when the wrecking hours were paſt, 
With what Impatience wou'dI haſt, 
And let her Feet weep my negle& away. 
Quarrels are the Reſerves Love keeps in ſtore, 


To aid his Flames and make 'em burn the more. 


The 
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The PENITENT. 
| : 


W” Rigor Arvs your ſelf, (I eryd) 
It is but juſt and fit ; 


I merit all this Treatment from your Pride, 
All the reproaches of your V Vit 3, 

Put ou the cruel Thrant as you will, 

But know, my tender Heart adores you ſtill; 


IL 


And been ſo inſolent to let you know, 
It did complain, and rave, and rail 'd at you 3, 
Tet all the while by every God T ſwear, 
By every pitying Pow'r the wretched here ; 
By all thoſe Charms that diſ-ingage, 
My Soul from the extreams of Rage 3 
By all the Arts you have to ſave and kill, 
My faithful tender Heart adores you ſtill. 


And yet that Fhot has Murnur'd too, 1 


Iſle of Love. 


ITI. 


Bat oh Jon ſhou'd excuſe my ſoft complaint, 
Even my wild Ravings too prefer, 
1 oh, I burn, I weep, T1 faint, 
And vent my Paſſuns tothe Air 3 
Whilſt all my Torment, all my Care 
Serves but to make you put new Graces on, 
Tou Langh, and Rally my deſpair, 
VVhich to my Rivals renders you more fair ;; 
And but the more confirms my being undone : 
Sport with my Pain as gayly as you will, 
My fond, my tender Heart adores you ſtill. 


My differing Paſfions thus, did never ceaſe, 
Till they had touch'd her Soul with tenderneſs 5 


My Rivals now are bani{h'd by degrees, 
And with *em all my Fears and Jealouſies 5 
And all advancd, as if deſign'd to pleaſe. 


H 
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The City of LOVE. 


N this vaſt Iſle a famous Cty ſtands, 

Who for its Beauty all the reſt Commands, 
Built to delight the wondering Gazers Eyes, 
Of all the World the great Metropolzs. 
Calld by LOVE's name: and here. the Charming 
When he retires to Pleaſure, makes abode; (God, 
Tis here both Art and Nature ſtrive to ſhow, 
What Pride, Expence, and Luxury, can do, 
To make it Raviſhing and Awful too : 
All Nations hourly thither do reſort, 
To add a ſplendour tothis glorious Court 3 
The Younz, the Old, the Witty, and the Wiſe, 
The Fair, the Ugly, Laviſh, and Preciſe 3 
Cowards and Braves, the Modeſt, and the Lowd, 
Promiſcuouſly are blended in the Crowd. 


From diftant Shoars young Kings their Courts re- | 


To pay their Homage to the God of Love. (move, 
Where all their ſacred awful Majeſty, 
Their boaſted and their fond Divinity 3 


Looſe 
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Looſe their vaſt force 3 as leſſer Lights are hid, 
When the fierce God of Day his Beauties ſpread, 
The wondering World for Gods did K3rgs adore, 
Til LOYE confirm'd 'em Mortal by his Pow*r; 
And in Loves Court, do with their Vaſlals live, 
Without or Homage, or Prerogative - 

Which the young God, not only Blind muſt ſhow, 
But as DefeCtive in his Judgment too. 


LOVE's Temple. 


Old as the Univerſe which it commands 3 


For mighty Love a ſacred being had, 


[d{t this Gay Court a famous Temple 
ſtands, 


Whilſt yet *twas Chaos,e're the World was made, 
And nothing was compos'd without his Aid. 
Agreeing Atoms by his pow'r were hutld, 
l And Love and Harmony compos'd the World. 

Tis rich, *tis ſolemn all! Divine yet Gay ! 
From the Jemm'd Roof the dazling Lights upp 
And all below inform without the Aids of day. 


H 2 — 


100 A Voyage to the 


All Nations hither bring rich offerings, 

And tis endow'd with Gifts of Love-fick Kings. 
Upon an Altar (whoſe un-bounded ſtore, 

Has made the Rifled Univerſe ſo poor, 

Adorn d with all the Treaſure of the Seas, 


More than the Sun 1n his vaſt courſe ſurveys) 


Was plac'd the God / with every Beauty form d, 

Of Smiling Youth, but Naked, un-adorn'd. 

His painted Wings difplaid : His Bow laid by, 

(For here Love needsnot his Artillery.) 

One of his little Hands aloft he bore, 

And graſp'd a wounded Heart that burnt all o're, 

Towards which he lookt with lovely Laughing I 
_ (Eyes: 

As pleas'd and vain, with the fond Sacrifice, 


The other pointing downward ſeem'd to ſay, 


Here at my Feet your grateful Viims lay, 
Whilſt in a Golden Tablet ore his Head, | 


1 Diamond Characters this Motto ſtood, 
bold the Pow'r that Conquers every G O D. 


The 


Te of Love. .» 
The Temple Gates are open Night and Day, 
Love's Votaries at all hours Devotions pay, 

A Prieſt of Hymer gives attendance near, 

But very rarely ſhows his Function here, 

For Prieſt cow'd ne'r the Marriage-cheat improve, 
Were there no other Laws, but thoſe of Love! 

| ASlavery generous Heav'n did ne'r deſign, 

Nor did its firſt Joy'd Race of men confine 3 

A Trick, that Prieſt, whom Avarice cunning made, 
Did firſt contrive, then ſacred did perſwade, 

That on their numerous and unlucky Race, 

They might their baſe got Wealth ſecurely place. 


Curſe ——— cou'd they not their own looſe Race 


But they muſt ſpread the infection over all:CinthraP 
That Race, whoſe Brutal heat was grown ſo wild, 
That even the Sacred Porches they defil'd 3 

And Raviſht all that for Devotion came, 

Their Fun&ion, nor the Place reſtrains their flame. 
But Love's ſoft Votarics no ſuch injuries fear, 

No pamper'd Levizs are in Penti on here | 
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Here areno fatted Lambs to Sacrifice, 
No Oyl, fine Flower, or Wines of mighty price, 
The fubtle Holy Cheats to Gormandize. 

Love's loft Religion knows no Tricksnor Arts, 


All the Attoning Offerings here areHearts. 


'N which the Holy Man has nought to do, 
The Lover 1s both Prieſt and Victim too. 
Hither with little force I did perſwade, 


The Myſtery's ſilent, without noyſe or ſhow, | 


My lovely timorouſly yielding Maid, 

Implor'd we wight together Sacrifice, 

And ſhe agrees with Bluſhing down-caſt Eyes3 
'Twas then we both our Hearts an Offering made, 
Which at the Fect of the young God we laid, 
WithequalFlames they Burnt 3 withequal Joy, 
But with a Fire that neither did deſtroy 3 

Soft was its Force and Sympathy with them, 
Diſpers'd it felf through every trembling Limb 3 
We cou'd not hide our tender new ſurprize, 


We languiſht and confeſt it with our Eyes; 


Thus 
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Thus gaz'd we — when the Sacrifice perform'd, 
We found our Hearts entire — but ſtill they burn, 
But by a Bleſſed change in taking back, 

The lovely Virgin did her Heart miſtake : 

Her Baſhful Eyes favour'd Love's great defign, 


I took herBurning Victim : and ſhe mine. 


Thus Lyfdas without conſtraint or Art, 
I reign'd the Mozarch of Aminta's Heart 3 
My great, my happy Title ſhe allows, 
And makes me Lord of all her tender Vows, 
All my paſt Griefs in coming Joys were drown'd, 
And with eternal Pleaſure I was Crown'd 3 
My Bleſſed hours in the extream of Joy, 
With my ſoft Languiſher I ſtill imploy 3 
WhenlT am Gay, Love Revels in her Eyes, (lies. 
When fad —— there the young God all panting 
A thouſand freedoms now ſhe does impart, / 
Shows all her tenderneſs dif rob'd of Art, ( 

A 


But oh this cou'd not ſatisfy my Heart. 
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A thouſand Anguiſhes that ſtill-contains, 


It ſighs, and heaves, and pants with pleaſing pains. 
Welook, and Kiſs, and Preſs with new defire, 
Whilſt every touch Blows the unuſual Fire. 

For Love's laſt Myſzery was yet conceal'd, 
Which both (till languiſht for, both wiſht reveald: 
Which [ preſt on —— and faintly ſhe denyd, 
With all the weak efforts of dying Pride, 
Which ſtruggled long for Empire in her Soul, 
Wherc it was wont to rule without controul. 

But Conquering Love had got poſleſſion now, 
And open'd every Sally tothe Foe: 

And to ſccure my doubting happineſs, 

Permits me to condudt her to the Bow'r of Bliſs, | 
That Bow'r that does eternal Pleaſures yield, 
Where Pſjcbe firſt the God of Love beheld: 

But oh, in entering this ſo bleſt abode, 'F 

All Gay and Pleas'd as a Triumphing God, 

I new unlook'd for difficulties meet, 


Encountring Honour at the ſacred Gate. 


H O- 
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HONOUR. 


H:” 's a mighty Phantom ! which around 
= 7he ſacred Bower does ſtill appear 3 


AY Day it haunts the bollow'd ground, 
And hinders Lovers entering there. 
It rarely ever takes its flight, 
But in the ſecret fhades of night. 
Silence and gloom the charm can ſooneſt end, 
And are the Inckyeſt hours to lay the Þ iend, 
Then 'tis the Viſron only will remove, 
With Incantations of ſoft Vows of Love. 


A EL 


But as a God hes Worſhipt here, 
By all the lovely, young, and fair, 
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Who all their kind deſires controul, 

And plays the Tyrant ore the Soul : 
His chiefejt Attributes, are Pride and Spight, 
His pow'r, is robbing Lovers of delight, 


An Enemy to Humane kind, 
' But moſt to Youth ſevere 3 
As Age ill-natur'd, and as ignorance Blind, 
Boaſting, and Baffled too, as Cowards are 
Fond in opinion, obſtinately Wiſe, 
Fills the whole World with bus'neſs and with noiſe, 


IIL 


Where wert thou born © ſrom what didſt thou begin 2 

And what ſtrange Witchcraft brought thy Maxims 
_ (ne 

Fr hat hardy Fool firſt taught thee to the Crowd & 

Or who the Duller Slaves that firſt believ'd £ 

Some Woman ſure, ill-naturd, old, and proud, 


Too ugly ever to have been deceiv'd ; 
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On:hilPdin Love ;, in Virtue, or in Truth, 


Preach'd thy falſe Notions firſt, and ſo debaucht our 
Youthy 


IV. 


And as in other SeFuaries you find, 
His Votaries moſt conſiſt of Womankind, 
Who Throng Þ adore the neceſſary Evil, 
But moſt for fear, as Indians do the Dez1l. 
Peeviſh, un-eaſy all ; for in Revenge, 

Love ſhoots *eme with a thouſand Darts. 

T hey feel, but not confeſs the change 5 
Their falſe Devotion cannot ſave their Hearts, 


Swift tine comes 0n, and blooming Charms decay, 


Thws while the Iiol Honour they obey, : 


And Ruin'd Beauty does too late the Cheat betray. 


This Goblin here the lovely Maid Alarme, 


And ſnatch*d her, even from my Trembling Arms, 
With 
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With all the Pow'r of Nom+ſexce he commands, 
Which ſhe for mighty Reaſon underſtands. 
Aminta fly, he crys! fly heedleſs Maid, 
For if thou enter'ſt this Bewitching ſhade, 
Thy Flame, Content, and Lover, all are loſt, 
And thou no more of Him, or Fame ſhall boaſt, 
The charming Pleaſure ſoon the Youth will cloy, 
And what thou would(# preſerve, that will deſtroy. 
Oh hardy Maid by too much Love undone, 
Where are thy Modeſty, and Bluſhes gone ? 
Where's all that Virtue made thee ſo Ador'd 2 


For Beauty ſiript of Virtue, grows abhorr'd: 

Dyes like a flower whoſe ſcent quick, Poyſon gives, 
Though every gawdy Glory paints its leaves ; 
Ob fy, fond Maid, fly that falſe happineſs, 

That will attend T hee in the Bower of Bliſs. 

Thus ſpoke the Phantom, while the liſtening Maid, 


_ Tookin the fatal Councel; and obey'd: 


Frighted ſhe flys, even from the Temple door, 


And left me fainting on the ſacred floor : 


LOVE 
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LOVE faw my Griefs, and to my reſcue Came, 


Where on his Boſom, thus I did complain. 


The LOSK 


Eep, weep Lyſander, for the lovely Maid, 


\ \ Towhom thy ſacred Vows were paid; 


Regardleſs of thy Love, thy Youth, thy Vows, 
The Dull Advice of Honour now purſues 5 


Oh ſay my lovely Charmer, where 
Is all that ſoftneſs gone £ 
Your tender Voice and Eyes did were, 
V Vhen firſt I was undone. 
Oh whether are your Sighs and Kiſs fled 8 
V Vhere are thoſe claſping Arms, 
That left me oft with Pleaſures dead, 
VVith their Exceſs of Charms #2 
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V Vhere is the Killing Laneua ge of thy Tongue, 
That did the Raviſht Soul ſurprize 8 

LVhere is that tender Rhetorick, gone, 

That flow'd ſo ſoftly in thy Eyes 2 

That did thy heavenly face ſo ſweetly areſs, 
That did thy wonderous Soul ſo well expreſs £ 


All fled with Honour on a Phantom loſt ; 

Where Touth*s vaſt ſtore muſt periſh unpoſſeſt. 

Ab my dear Boy thy loſs with me bemoan, 

The lovely Fucitive is with Honour gone ! 
Lovelanghing ſpread hisWings and mounting flies 
As ſwift as Lightning through the yielding Skies, 
Where Hozonr bore away the Trembling Prize. 
There at her Feet the Little Charmer falls, 
And to his Aid his powerful ſoftnefs calls : 

Aſſails her with his Tears, his Sighs and Crys, 
Tt unfailing Language of his Tongue and Eyes. 


Return 
I 


Iſle of Love. 


Return, ſaid he, return oh fickle Maid, 

Who folid Joys abandor'ſt for a ſha 3 

Turn and behold the Slaughter of thy Eyes 3 

Yee —— the Heart-broken Youth all dying lyes. 

Why doſt thou follow this Phantaſtick ſpright 8 

This faithleſs Ignis Fatuus of the I.ight ? 

This Foe to Youth, and Beanties worſt Diſeaſe, 
Tyrant of Wit, of Pleaſure, and of Eaſe 3 

Of all ſubſtantial Harms he Author is, 

But never pays ws back one ſolid Bliſs. 

——Youl urge, your Fame is worth a thouſand Joys 5 
Deluded Maid, truſt not to empty noiſe, 

A ſound, that for a poor ifteem to gain, 

Damns thy whole I ife t uneaſyneſs and pain. 
Miſtaken Virgin, that which pleaſes me 

1 cannot by another taft and ſee; | 
And what's the complementing of the World to thee? 


No, no, return with me, and there receive, 


What poor, what ſcanted Honour cannot grve, 


Starve 
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Starve not thoſe Charms that were for pleaſure made, 
Nor unpoſſest let the rich Treaſure fade. 

When time comes 01; Honour that empty word, 
Will leave thee then fore-ſlighted Age to guard, 


Honour 9s other faithleſs Lovers are. 


Is only dealing with the young and fair ; 
Approaching Age makes the falſe Hero fly, 
He's Honour with the Young ,but with the old neceſſity: 
-Fhus ſaid the God / and all the while he ſpoke, 
Her Heart new Fire, wer Eyes new ſoitneſs took, 
Now crys, A zicld, Þ[ yield the Vidory ! 
Lead on youns Charming Boy, T folow thee 3 
Lead toLyſander, quickly let's be gone, 
1 am rejolvd to Love, and be undone 3 
1 muſt not, cannet, Love at cheaper rate, 
Love zs the word, Lyſander and my fate. 

Thus to my Arms Love brought the trembling 

(Maid 5 


Who on my Boſom fighing, ſofily, ſaid : 


Take 


Iſle of Love. T1 2 
Take charming Vidor -- what you mnt -- ſubdue 
'T;s Love --'and not Aminta gives it you, 
Love that ore all, and every part does reien, 
And 1 ſhou'd plead -- and ſtrug gle -- but in vain ; 
Take what a yielding Virgin — can beſtow, 

I am-- diſ.arm'd bo of all reſiStance now, — 
Then down her Cheeks a tender ſhower did glide, 


The Trophies of my Victory, Joy, and Pride: 

She yields ye Gods 6 cryd) and in my Arms, 

Gives up the wonderous Treaſure of her C harms. 

——Tranſported to the Bo:yer of Bliſs we high, 

But once more met Reſpect upon the way, 

But not as heretofore with Meen and Grace, 

| All forma], but a gay and ſmiling Face 3 

A different ſort of Air his looks now wears, 
Galljard and Joy ful every part appears. 

| And thus hefaid —— _ 


Go happy Lovers, perfect the deſires, 
That fill two Heavt: that buin with equral Fires; 
7 Re- 
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Receive the mighty Recompence at laſt, 

Of all the Anxious hours you've paſt, | 
Enter the Bower where endleſs Pleaſures flow, 
Young Joys, new Raptures all the year, 

Reſpe has nothing now to do, 

He always leaves the Lover here. 
Toung Loves attend and here ſupply all want, 
Iz ſecret Pleaſures I'm no confident. 


Reſpe& here left me : and He ſcarce was gone, 
But I perceiv*d a Woman haſting on, 

Naked ſhe came; all lovely, and her Hair, 
Waslooſely fiying in the wanton Air : 

Lowe told me*rwas Occaſpor, and if T, 
Theſwitt pac'd Maid ſhou'd paſs negleGed by. 
My Love, my Hopes, and Induſtry were vain, 
For ſhe but rarely ere return'd again. 

I {topt her ſpecd, and did implore her Aid, 
Which granted, ſhe Aint did perſwade. 

Into the Palace of true Joys, to haſt, 


And thither *twas, we both arriv'd at laſt. | 
'Q) 1 


Iſle of Love. 
Oh Lyſdas, no Mortal Senſe affords, 

No Wit, no Eloquence ca: furniſh Words 

Fit for the ſoft Diſcription of the Bower, 

Some Love-bleſi God in the Triumphing hour, 


Can only gueſs, can only ſay what 'vis 3 |. 


, 
( 
bed. 


Yet even that God but faintly wou'd expreſs, 
Tt unbounded pleaſures of the Bower of Blip. ) 
A flight, a poor Idea may be given, | 
Like that we fancy when we paint a Heav'n, 

As ſolid Chriſtal, Diamonds, ſhining Gold, 

May fancy Light, that is not to be told. 

To vulgar Senſes, Love like Heaven ſhou'd þe 

(To makeit more Ador'd) a Myſtery : 

Eternal Powers ! when erel ſing of Love, 

| And the unworthy Song immortal prove 3 

| Topleaſemy wandering Ghoſt when I am Dead, 
Let none but Lovers the ſoft {tories read 3 

Praiſe from the Wits and Braves Pie nct impiore 3 


Liſten ye Lovers all, I azk no more; | 
F 2 T1 hat 
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That where Words fail, you may with thought ſup- 
(ply, 


It ever any lov'd like me, or were ſo bleſt as. 


The Proſpect and Bower of Blils. 


[. 
T. all eternal Spring around, 
And all the Trees with fragrant flowers are 


(Crownd; 
No Clouds, nomiſty Showers obſcure the Light, 
But all is calm, ſerene and gay, 
The Heavens are dreit with a perpetual bright, 
And all the Earth with everlaſting May. | 
Each minute blows the Roſe and Jeſamine, 
And twines with new-born Eglantine, 
Each minute new Diſcoveries bring 3 


Of ſomething ſweet, of ſomething raviſhing. 


} 


Je. 
. 


/, 


Iſle of Love. 


IT. 


ountains, wandering Brooks ſoft rills, 
That ore the wanton Pebbles play 
And all the Woods with tender murmuring fills, 
Inſpiring my Love inciting Joy; 
(The ſole, the ſolemn buſneſs of the day ) 
Through all the Groves, the Glades and thickets run, 
And nothing ſee but Love on all their Banks along 3 
Athouſand Flowers of different kinds, 
The neighbouring Meads adorn 5 
Whoſe ſweetneſs ſnatcht by flying Winds, 
Ore all the Bow'r of Bliſs zs borz 3 
Whether all things in nature ſtrive to bring, 
All that is ſoft, all that is raviſhing. 


FIT. 


{he verdant Banks no other Prints retain, 


But where young Lovers, and young Loves have l1irr, 
For Love has nothing here to do, 


But to be wanton, ſoft and gay, F 
" os Lo 
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And give a laviſh looſe to joy. 


His emptyed %iver, and his Bow, 


in flowry Wreaths with roſy Garlands Crown'd, 


L Myrtle ſhades are hung, 
As Conquerors when the ViForics won, 
Diſpoſe their glorious Trophies all around. 
Soft Winds and Eccho's that do haunt each Grove, 
Still whiſper, and repeat no other Songs than Love. 
Which round about the ſacred Bower they ſing, 


Where every thins arrives that's ſieet and raviſhing, 


IV. 


4 thouſand oloomy V Valks the Bower contains, 
Sacred all ts mighty Loves 

A thouſand winding turns where Pleaſure reigns x; Z 

OvJcar'd from day by twining Boughs above, 2 

FI/here Love inverts a thouſand Plays, 

IVhere Lovers aff ten thouſand Joys * 

Nature hs taught each little Bird, 

A ſoft Exampleto afford ; 
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They Bill and Look, and Sing and Love, 
And Charm the Air, and Charm the Grove ; 
Whilſe underneath the Raviſht Swain 7s lying, 
Gazing, Sighing, Preſſing, Dying : 
Still with new deſire warm'd, 
Still with new Toy, ney Rapture charm'd 
Among ſt the green ſoft Rzvulets do paſs, 
ſn winding Streams half hid in Flowers and Graſs 
Who Purl and Murmur as they glide alons, (Song, 
And mix their Muſick with the Shepherds Pipe and 
Which Eccho's through the ſacred Bower repeat, 


Where every thing arrives that's raviſhing and ſweet. 


VY. 


The Virgin here ſhows no diſdain, ; 
Nor does the Shepherd Sigh in vain, 
This knows no Cruelty, nor that no Pain : 
No Youth complains upon his rigorous fair 3 
No injur d Miid upon her perjur'd dear, 
17s only Love, fond Love finds entrance here 3 
l 4 
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The Notes of Birds, the Murmuring Boughs,. 
V Vhen gentle V Vinds glide through the Glades, 

Soft Srghs of Love, and oft breath'd Vows, 

The tender V, Vhiſperings of the yielding Maids, 
Daiſhing Fountains, Purling Springs, 

The ſhort breath'd crys from faint reſiſtance ſent. 

(crys which 0 aid deſires or brings) 

| The ſoft effedts of Fear and Languiſhment : ; 
The little ſtrug gling of the fair, 

The trembling force of the young Conqueror, 


The tender Arguments he brings, 
T he pretty Non-ſence with which ſhe aſſails, 
V Vhich as ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe bopes it noyght prevails. 
But Nrelding owns her Love above her Reaſonings, 
Is all is heard : Silence and ſhade the reſt. 
V Which beſt wit Love, which beſt with Joys conf! [t, 
Al which young. Eccho s through the Bower does ſing, 
| 4 Vhere every thing 7s beard, that s ſiveet and raviſbing 


V I. 


Iſle of Love. 


VI. 


Recefſes Dark, and Grotto's all conſpire, 
To favour Love ard ſoft defere 3 
Shades, Springs and Foam1ins flowry Beds, 
To Joys invites, to Pleaju, 2 Trads, 

To Pleaſure which all Humane thought exceeds. 
Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, Lere all combine, 
To propagate Love's great deſign, 

And render the Appointments all Divine, 

Afier long toyl, is here the Lover reaps, 

Tranſporting ſoftneſſes beyond his hopes 5 

'Tis here fair Eyes, all languiſhing impart 

The ſecrets of the fond inclining Heart ; 

Fine Hands and Arms for tender Preſjings made, 

I: Love's dear buſineſs always are imploy'd 
The ſoft Inchantments of the Tonzue, 

That does all other Eloquence contronl, 
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Is breath'd with broken Sighs amone, 
intothe Raviſh'd Shepherds Soul, 
VV kilſt all is taken, all is given, 
That can eompleat a Lovers Heawn 
Azd Io Peans through the V Voods do ring, 
From new fletc/d God, in Songs all Raviſhing. 
Fl 


} 

'Oh my dear Lyſdas! my faithful Friend, 
Woud I cou'd here with all my Pleaſures end : 
Twas Heaven ! *twas Extaſte! each minute brought 
New Raptures tomy Senfes, Soul and Thought 5 
Each Look, each Touch, my Raviſht fancy charm'd 
Each Accent of her Voice my Blood Alarm'd ; 

I pant with every Glance, faint with a Kits, 
Oh Judge my Tranſports then in higher Bliſs. 
A while all Dead, between her Arms I lay, 

Unable to poſlcſs the conquer'd Joys ; 

But by degrees my Soul its ſenſe retriev'd 5 


Shame and Confuſion let me know Tliv?d. 
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I aw the trembling diſ-appointed Maid, 

With charming angry Eyes my fault up-braid, 
While Love and Spight no kind Excuſe affords, 


My Rage and Softneſs was above dull Words, 

And my Misfortune only was expreſt, 

By Sighing out my Soul into her Breſt : 

A thouſand times I breath'd Aminta's name, 

Aminta ! call'd ! but that increas'd my flame. 

And as the Tide of Love flow'd in, fo faſt 

My Low, my Ebbing Vigor out did haft. 

But *twas notlong, thus idly, and undone 

[ lay, before vaſt Seas came rowling on, 
Spring-tides of Joy,that the rich neighboring ſhoar 
And down the fragrant Banks 1t proudly bore, 
O're-flow'd and raviſht all great Natures ſtore. 
Swoln to Luxurious heights, no bounds it knows, 
But wantonly it Triamphs whereit flows. 

Some God inform Thee of my bleſt Eſtate, 

But all their Powers divert thee from my Fate. 

*T was 


124  # Voyage to the 


*Twas thus we liv'd the wonder of the Groves, 


Fam'd for our Love, our mutual conſtant Loves, 

Young Amorous Heros at her Feet did fall, 

Deſpair'd and dy'd, whilſt I was Lord of All ; 

Her Empire o're my Soul each moment grew, 

New Charms each minute did appear in view, 

And each appointment Raviſhing and New. 

 Fonder each hour my tender Heart became, | 

And that which ugd t allay, increas'd my!Flame. 
But on a day, oh may no cheartul Ray, 

Of the Sun's Light, bleſs that ſucceeding day 

May the black hours from the account be torn, 

May no fair thing upon thy day be born ! 

May fate and Hell appoint thee for their own, 

May no good decd bein thy Circle done! 

May Rapes, Conſpiricies and Murders ſtay, 

Till thou com'ſt on, and hatch em in thy day ! 


— —-*Twas on thisday all Joyful Gay and Fair, } 
Fond-as deſire, and wanton as the Air; s 


Aminta did with me to the bleſt Bower repair. 


Be- 


Ie of Love. 
Beneath a Beechy Shade, a flowry Bed, 
Officious Cxpid's for our Pleaſure ſpred, 


Where never did the Charmer ere impart, 


More Joy, more Rapture to my raviſht Heart: 


Twas all the firſt 3 *twas all beginning Fire ! 


”T was all new Love! new Pleaſure! new Deſire! 


—— — Here ſtop my Soul —+—— 
Stop'thy carreer of Vanity and Pride, 
And only fay, — *1was here Aminta dy'd - 
The fleeting Soul as quickly diſ-appears, 


As leaves blown off with Winds, or falling Stars5 


And Life its flight afſum*d with ſucha pacez 
It took no farewel of her lovely Face. 
The Fugitive not one Beauty did ſurprize, 


It ſcarcetook time to languiſhin her Eyes, 


But on my Boſom bow*'d her charming Head 


And fighing, theſe ſurprizing words ſhe faid : 
* Joy of my Soul, my faithful tender Youth, 


Lord of my Vows, and Miracle of Truth : 


Thou 
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Thou foft obliger -: of thy Sex the beſt, 
Thou bleſling too Extream to be poſſelt ; 
The Angry God, deſigning we muſt part, 
Do render back the Treaſure of thy Heart ; 
When in ſome new fair Breaſt, it finds a room, 
AndI ſhall Iy - neglected - in my Tomb —— 


Remember - oh remember - the fair ſhe, 


Can never love thee, darling Youth, like me. 
Then with a Sigh ſhe ſunk into my Breſt, 
While her fair Eyes, her laſt farewel expreſt; 
Toaiding God'sI cry'd ; but they were Dea, 
And no kind pow'r afforded merelicf: 

I callhername, I weep, I rave and faint, 
And none bur Eccho's anſwer my Complaint ; 
I Kiſs and Bathe her ſtifiening Face with Tears, 
Preſs it to mine, as cold and pale as her's 3 


The fading Roſcs of her LipsI prels, 


But no kind Word the filenc'd Pratlers will confeſs; 


Her lovely Eyes I kiſs, and call upon, 


But all their wonted anſwering Rhetorick's gone. 
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Her charming little Hands 1n vain Iask, 

Thoſe little Hands no more my Neck ſhall graſp; 
No more about my Face her Fingers play, 

Nor brede my Hair, or the vain Curls difplay, 

No more her Tongue beguiling Stories tell, 

Whoſe wonderous Wit cou'd grace a Taleſo well ; 
All, all is fled, to Death's cold Manſion gone, 

And I am lett benighted and undone, 

And every day my Fate is haſting on. ; 
From the inchanting Bower I madly fly, 

That Bower that now no more affords me Joy. 
Love had not left for me one Blifs in ſtore, 

oince my Aminta cou'd diſpence no more. 

Thence to a ſilent Deſert I advance, 

And call'd the Deſert of Remembrance z 


A ſolitude upon a Mountain plac'd, 


All gloomy round, and wonderous high and vaſr, 


From whence Love's I{land all appears 1n view, 


_ And diſtant ProſpeQts renders near and true 


Each 


128 FEA oyage to the 


Each Bank, each Bower, each dear inviting Shade! 
That to our Sacred Loves was conſcious made. 
Each flowry Bed, each Thicket and each Grove, 
Where I havelain Charm'd with Aminta's Love. 
(Where e're ſhe chear'd the day,and bleſt theNight) 
Eternally are preſent to my Sight. 

Where e'ce I turn, the Landski pdoes confeſs, 
Something that calls to mind paſt happineſs. 


This Lyſfdas, this is my ' wretched ſtate, 


*Tis hereIlanguiſh, and attend my Fate. 


(It ſuch a thing can ere arrive to me) 

To find ſome Pity (Lyſidas) -from thee. 
| Then Iſhou'd take the Wing, and upward fly, | 
And looſe theSight ofthis dull World with Joy. | 


i 


But ere I go, twou'd wonderous Pleaſure be,” 
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TO THE 


Earl of Melford, ©c. 


KNIGHT 


Of the moſt 


Noble Order 


T HIS T LE. 


My LO RD, 

FM His Epiſtle Dedicatory which 
humbly lays this Little Volume 

at your Lordſhips feet, and begs 

1 Proteftion there,ts rather an Addreſs 
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than a Dedication ; to which a great 
many hands have ſubſcrib'd,it Preſent. 
' ins your Lordſhip a Garland Whoſe 

F "Fin are cull'd by ſeveral Fudgments 
in which 1 claim the leaſt part ; whiſe 


ſole «Ambition is this way to convra- 


tulate your Lordſhips neweA daitton of 
Honour , that of the Moſt Nob 
Order -of the Thiſtle, an Hon 
which preced's that of the Garter, 
having been ſupported by a long Race 
of Kings, and only fell with the miſt 
Illuſtrious of Queens, whoſe m:mon 
(which ought to be Eftabliſhd, i 
all hearts can not be better preſerv'd,) 
than by reviving this ſo eAncient Or- 
der .; well has iis Majeſty choſen ii} 
Noble (Champions, among whonl; 
' none merits more the Glory of that} 


'Royal Favor than your Lordſhip: whoſe 


cx Vw 3s 
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Loyalty to His Sacred Perſon and 
intereſs through all the adverſities of 
Fate, has begot you ſo perfett a ve- 
neration 1n all hearts, and is ſo pecu- . 
larly the Innate vertue of your Great 
mind ; a virtue not ſhewn by unrea- 
ſonable fits when it ſhall ſerve an end, 
( a falſe Bravery for a while when leaſt 
needful, and thrown off when put to 
uſeful Tryal ; like thoſe who weigh- 
ing Advantages by Probabilities only, 
and fancying the future to "—_ 
the preſent, caſt there their Anchor of 
Hope, ) but a virtue built on ſo ſure 
and ſteady Baſrs's of Honour ,as nothing 
can move or ſhake ; the Royal Intereſt 
bemg ſo greatly indeed the Property 
of Nobility, and ſo much even above 


life and Foreme: Eſpccialy when to 
0/6 


0p 


ſupport a Monarch ſo truly juſt, fo 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
wiſe and great :4 Monarch Whom Crod 
Almighty Grant long to Reign over 
Us, and flill to be ſervd by men 
Principles ſo truly Brave, as thoſe tha 
ſhine in your Lordſhip. 


Pardon, my Lord, this Digreſſa 
and the meanneſs of this Preſent ,whict 
to a Perſon of your Lordſhips grea 
and weighty Employments in the world 
may feem: Improper, if I did not kuon 
that the moſt Glorious of Stateſmen 
muſt ſomtimes unbend from Great Af- 
faires,and ſeek a droerſton in trivial En- 
tertainments:T hough Poetry will Fuſtle 

for the Preheminency of all others,and 
| know 1s not the leaſt in the Eſteem 
of your Lordſhip, who is fo admira 
bis a Fudg of it, ifany thing —_ 


The Epiſtle Deſticatory. 
| be found worthy the Patronage it Im- 
ord plores, "twill be a ſufficient Honour 
Y t0 
0 p 


and obedient Servant, 


al 
My Lord, 
a0 
ch 
it Your Lord(hips moſt humble, 
1 
I | 
- moſt oblig'd, 
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To Mrs. B. on her Poems. 


Ail, Beauteous Propheteſs, in whom alone, 


Of all your ſex Heav'ns maſter-piece is 
( ſhewn. 


For wondrous skill it argues, wondrous care, 
Where two ſuch Stars in firm conjunction are. 
A Brain ſo Glorious, and a Face ſo fair. | 
Two Goddeſſes in your compolure joyn'd, 
Nothing but Gaddeſs cou'd, you're ſo refin'd, 
Bright Vezus Body gave, Mzzerva Mind. 


How ſoft and fine your manly numbers flow, 
Soft as your Lips, and ſmooth as is your brow. 
Gentle as Air, bright as the Noon-days Sky, 
Clear as your skin, and charming as your Eye. 
No craggy Precipice the ProſpeR ſpoyles, 
The Eye no. tedious barren plain beguiles, 


But, like Thefſalszn Feilds your Volumes are, 
Rapture and charms o'ce all the foyl appear, 
Aſtree and her verle are 7empe every where, 


Ah, morethan Woman ! more than man ſhe is, 
As Phebus bright; ſhe's too, as Phebas wiſe. 
The Muſes to our ſex perverſe and coy 
Aftrea do's familiarly enjoy. 

She do's their veiled Glorys underſtand, 
And what wecourt with pain, with eaſe command: 
Their charming ſecrets they expanded lay, 
Reſerv'd to us, to her they all diſplay. 

Upon her Pen await thoſe learned Nine. 

She ne're but like the Phoſph'rus draws a line, 
As ſoon as toucht her ſubjecs clearly ſhine, 


The femal Laure!s were obſcur'd till now; 


And they deſerv'd the Shades in which they grew ? 


But Daphne? at your cal] return's her flight, 
Looks bold!y up and dares the Gad of light. 


It 
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If we Orinda to your works compare, J 
They uncouth, like her countrys ſoyle, wee 
Mean as its Peſants, as its Mountains bare, 
Sappho taſts ſtrongly of the ſex, is weak and poor 
At ſecond hand ſhe rufſet Laurels wore, 
Yoursare your own, a richand verdant ſtore. ' 
It Loves the Thenge, you outdo Ouvids Arr, 
Loves God himſelf can't ſubtiller skill impart, 
Softer than's plames,more piercing than his Dart. 
If Paſtoral be her Song, ſhe glads the Swains 


With Livelier notes, with ſpritelier ſmiles the 
( plains. ® |} 


More gayly than the Springs ſhe decks the Bowrs 
And breaths a cond May to Fields and Flowrs 
It e're the golden Age again return 

And flaſh in ſhining B2ames from's Iron Urn, 
That Age not as it was before ſhall be, 

But as th' Idea 1s refin'd by thee. 

That ſeemsthe common 3 thiges the Elixir, Gold, 
So pure is thine, and ſo allay'd the old. 


Happy 


Happy, ye Bards, by fair Aſtrea praisd, 
If you'r alive, to brighter life you're rais'd ; 
Forcheriſht by her Beames you'l loftyer grow, 
You muſt your former learned ſelves outdo, 


Tho you'd the parts of Thirſis and of $tr-phon too. 


Hail, mighty Propheteſs! by whom we ſee 
Omnipotence almoſt in Poetry : 
Your flame can give to Graves Promethear fire, 
] And Greenhills clay with living paint inſpire 3 
4 © For like ſome Myſtick wand. with awful Eyes 
q You wave your Pen, and lo the dead Ariſe. 


Kenarick. 
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Advert I 
\qvertiſemen 
TO IHE 
Hereas Mr. Higden, at the end of 
\ y _ Tranſl ation of the Tenth Satyr 
© hol, has Printed a paper of 
Verſes, cs. - d Cato s Anſwer to Labienus 
&c. without the Author's conſent or know- 
ledge; and either he or the Printer has ſo 
je. 'd em, that the Anthor cannot own*em 
for his : This is to let the World know, that 
that Copy ſo Printed by Mr. Higden, is falſe 
elmoft in every line, and that here is in this 
Miſcellany a true Copy of the ſame Verſes 
printed with the Abo conſent, from the 


Original paper writ in his own hand, and 
corrected by bim at the Preſs. 


Lycidus : 
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LYCIDUS: 
OR, THE | 
Lover in Faſhion, &c. 


[ Have receiv'd your melancholy —_ with 
0 


the Account of your Voyage to the [and of 
vez of your Adventures there, and the Rela- 
tion of the death of your 4Amirta : At which you 
ſhall forgive me if I tell you I am neither ſurpris'd 
nor griev'd, but hope to fee you the next Cam- 
pagne, as abſolutely reduc'd to reaſon as myſelf. 
When Love, that has ſo long deprived you of 
Glory; ſhall give you no more $Cighs but at the 
ſhort remembrances of paſt Pleafuresz and that af- 
ter you have heard my Account of the Voyage 
made to the ſame place, with my more lucky one + 
back again, ( for I, ſince I ſaw you, have been an 
Adventurer ) you will by my Example become 
of my Opinion, (notwithſtanding yourdifmal Tales 
of Death and the eternal Shades, ) which is, that 
If there be nothing that will lay me in my Tomb 
till Love brings me thither, I ſhall live to Eter- 


nity. 
A F 
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I cauſt confeſs 'tis a great Inducement to Love, 


and a happy Advance to an Amour,tobe handſom, 
finely ſhap'd, and to have a great deal of Wit; 
theſe are Charms that ſubdue the Hearts of all the 
Fair: And onelees but very few Ladies, that can 
refilt theſe good Qualities, eſpecially in an Age fo 
allant as ours, yet all this is nothing if Fortune 
do not fmile: And I have ſeen a Man handſom, well 
ſhap'd, and of a great deal of Wit, with the ad- 
vantage of a thouſand happy Adventures, yet 
finds himſelf in the end, fitter for an Hoſpital than 
the Elevation of Fortune: And the Women are 
not contented we ſhould give them as much Love 
as they 'give us, ( which is but reaſonable, ) but 
they would compel us all to Preſent and Treat 'em 
laviſhly, . till a Man hath conſumed both Eſtate 
and Body in their Service. How many do we lee, 
that are wretched Examples of this Truth, and 
who have nothing of all they enjoyed remaining 
with 'em, but a poor 14es of paſt Pleaſures, when 
rather: the Injury the Jilt has done *em, ought 
to be eternally preſent with'em. Heavep keep 
me from being a Woman's Property. There are 
Cullies enough beſides you or I, Lyſarzder. 

One would think now, That I, who can talk 
thus Learnedly and Gravely, had never veen any 
of the number of thoſe wretched, whining, ſigh 
ing, dying Fops, I ſpeak of, never been jilted 
and cozen'd of both my Heart and Reaſon ; but 
let me ell thoſe that think ſo, they are miſtake", 
and that all this Wiſdom and Diſcretion, I now 
ſeem repleniſh'd with, I have as dearly bought 35 
| | : any 
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any keeping Fool of *em all. I was ly'd and flatter- 
ed into Wit, jilted and cozen'd into Prudence, 
and, by ten thouſand broken Vows and perjured 
Oaths, reduced to Senſe again 3 and can laugh 
at all my paſt Follies now. 

After [have told you this, you may gueſs at a 
oreat part of my Story 3 which, 1n ſhort, 1s this: 
I would needs make a Voyage, as you did, to this 
fortunate Ile, and accompanyed with abundance 
of young Heirs, Cadets, Coxcombs, Wits, Block- 
heads, and Politicians, with a whole Cargo of 
Cullies all, nameleſs and numberleſs we Landed 
on the Inchanted Ground the firſt T faw,and lik'd, 
was charming Silvia you believe I thought her 
fair as Angels 3 young, as the Spring, and ſweet 
as all the Flowers the blooming Fields produce ; 
that when ſhe bluſh'd,the Ruddy Morning open'd, 
the Roſe-buds blew, and all the Pinks and Dazies 
ſpread 5: that when ſhe figh'd or breath'd, Arabia's 
Spices, driven by gentle Winds, perfum'd all 
around ; that when ſhe look'd on me, all Heaven 
was open'd in her Azure Eyes, from whence Love 
ſhot a thouſand pointed Darts, and wounded me 
all over; that when ſhe ſpoke, the Mulick of the 
Spheres, all that wasraviſhing in Harmony, bleſt 
the Adoring Liſtener; that when ſhe walk'd, 
Venus in the Mirtle Grove when (he advanc'd to 
meet her lov'd Azonis, aſſuming all the Grace 
young Loves cou'd give, had not ſo much of M: « 
jelty as Silvia: In fine, ſhe did deſerve, and I com- 
pared her toall the Fopperies, the Suns, the Stars, 
the Coral, and the Pear}, the Roſes and Lillies, 
—_ Angels 
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Angels Spheres, and Goddefles, fond Lovers dreſs 
their Idolsin. For ſhe was all, fancy and fine ima- 
gination could adorn her with, at leaſt, the gazing 
Puppy thought ſo, *'Twas ſuch I ſaw and lov'd; 
but knowing I did Adore, I made my humble 
Court, and ſhe, by all my trembling, ſighings, 
pantings, the going and returning ot my Blood, 
found all my Weakneſs and her own Power 3 and. 
uling all the Arts of her Sex, both to ingage and 
fecure me, play'd all*the Woman over : She wou'd 
be ſcornful and kind by turns, as ſhe faw conve- 
nient, This to check my Preſumption and tooex- 
ſy hopez That to preſerve me-from the brink of 
deſpair. Thus was I toſt in the Blanket of Love, 
 fomtimes up, and {omtimes down, as her Wit and 
Humor was in or out of tune, all which Fwatch'd, 
and waited like a Dog, that ſtill the oftner kick'd 
wou'd fawn the more. 
- * Oh, *tis an excellent Art this managing of a 
Coxcomb, the Serpent firſt taught it our Gran- 
dam Eve; and Adam was the firſt kind Cully : E're 
fince they have kept their Empire over Men, and 
we have, e're ſince, been Slaves. But I, the moſt 
ſubmiſſive of the whole Creation, was long 1n 
gaining Gracez ſhe uſed me as ſhe meant to keep 
me, Fool enough for her Purpoſe. She ſaw me 
young enough to do her Service, handſom enough 
to do her Credit, and Fortune enough to pleaſe 
her Vanity and Intereſt : She therefore ſuffer'd me 
to Love, and Bow among the Crowd, and fill her 
| Train. She gave me hope enough to ſecure me 
roo, but gave menothing elſe, till ſhe ſaw me lan- 


gui 


bh © CD WS UID GD - ia TW. wu tg Fs wi WW O55 


VD 


guiſh to that degree, ſhe feared, to loſe the Glory 


of my Services, by my death ; only this Pleaſure 
kept me alive, to ſee her treatall my Rivals with 
the greateſt Rigour imaginable,and to me all ſweet- 
ne(s,expoling their febleſſes; and having taken No- 
tice of my Languiſhment, ſhe ſuffered me Freedoms 
that wholely Raviſh'd me, and gave me hopes 1 
ſhou'd not be long a dying for all ſhe cou'd give. 
But, fince T have a great deal to ſay of my Ad- 
ventures 1n paſling out of this 1/and of Love: I 
will be as brief asI can in what arrived tome onthe 
Placez and tell you, That after Ten thouſand 
Vows of eternal Love on both ſides, I had the Joy, 
not only to be believ'd and lov'd, but to have her 
put herſelf inte my Poſſeſſion, far from all my Ri- 
vals: Where, for ſome time I lived with this char- 
ming Maid, in all the Raptures of Pleaſure, Youth, 
Beauty, and Love could create. Eternally we 
loved, and ived together, no day nor night ſepa- 
rated us, no Frowns interrupted our Smiles, no 
Clouds our Sun-ſhinez the I{land was all perpetu- 
al Spring, ſti]l flowery and green, im Bowers, in 
Shades, by purling Springs and Fountains, we 
paſt our hours, unwearied and uninterrupted. I 
cannot expreſs to you the happy Lifel led, during 
this bleſſed Tranquility of Love, while SzIviz 
ſtill was pleaſed, and (till was gay, We walked 
all: day together in the Groves, and entertained 
ourſelves with a thouſand Stories of Lovez we 
laught at the fooliſh World, who could not make 
their Felicity with out Crowds and Noiſe : We 
pittied Kings in Courts in this Retirement, fo well 
a 3 we 


<6) 


we_liked our Solitude; till on a day, (bleſtbe 
that joyful day, - though then *twas moſt a-curſt, ) 
I ſay upon that day, I know not by what accident 
I was parted from my Charmer, and left her all 
alone, but in my abſence, there i1ncountred her a 
Woman extremely ugly, and who was however 
very nice and peeviſh, inconſtant in her temper, 
and no one place could continue her : The fineſt 
things in the World were troubleſom to her, and 
ſhe was Shagreen at: every .thing; her Name is 
Tadifference ; ſhe is a Perſon of 'very great Power 
in this IfJand, ( though poſhbly you never 1ncoun- 
tred her there, and thole that follow her, de- 
part from the I//e of Love without-any great pains. 
She brought $;/via to the Lake of Di/geſt, whe- 
ther, in perſuing her (at.my return,) I tound her, 
ready to take Boat to have paſt quite away, and 
where there are but too many to tranſport thoſe 
Paſlengers, who follow Indifference over the Lake 
of Di/zuft. I ſaw this diſagreeable Creature too, but 
ſbe appeared too ugly for me to approach her, but 
torcing Sz{vie back, I returned again tothe Palace 
cf 7rae Pl:aſure, where ſome days after there ar- 
rived to me a Misfortune, of which, I believed[ 
ſhould never have ſeen an end 1 found $7274 1n- 
viron'd round with new Lovers, ſtill adoring and 
pleaſing her a thouſand ways, and though none of 
*em were lo rich, ſo youog, or fo bandſom as 1, ſhe 
nevertheleſs failed not to treat 'em with all the 
Smiles and Careſles 'twas poſhible to imagin 3 when: 
I complain'd of this, ſhe would ſatisfy my fears 
with ſo many Vows and Imprecations, that I 
| would 


CI 
would believe her, and think myſelf unreafona- 
ble, but when ſhe would be abſent whole days, in 
an hundred places, ſhe would find ſuch probable 
Excuſe, and lye with ſuch'a” Grace, no mortal 


| cou'd .have accuſed her, fo that all the: whole 


Iſland took notice that I was a baffled Cuckold, be- 
fore I could believe ſhe would deceive me, ſo hear- 
tily ſhe damn'd herſelf: Through:all the, Groves I 
was the pointed Coxcomb, laught at aloud, and 
knew not where the jeſt Jay ; but thought myſelf 
as ſecure in the Innocence. of my deceiving fatr 
One, as the firſt hour I Charmed her, and like a 
keeping Cully, Javiſh'd: out my: Fortune, my 
plenteous Fortune, to make her fine to Cuckold 
me. 'Sdeath/ how I {corn the Follies gf .my Do- 
tagez and am reſolv'd to perſue Love for the fu- 
ture, in ſuch a manneyas'it ſhall never coſt me a 
Sigh : This ſhall be my method, | 


A Caonſtancy in-Love I'll priſe; * 
Andbeto Beauty-true: | 
And doat on all the lovely Eyes, ' 

-_ -— Thatarebuitfair and new.  - 
On Cloris Charnis to day ['lI feed, 
Tomorrow Daphne move ; . 

For bright Lucinda next Þll bleed, 


And (till be true to Love. 
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But Glory only and Renown 
My ſerious hours ſhall charm ; 

My Nobler Minutes thoſe ſhall Crown, 
My looſer hours, my Flame. 

_ All theFatigues of LoveT'll hate, 
And Phillis's new Charms 

That hopeleſs Fire ſhall diſſipate, 

* + My Heart for Cloe warmy. 


The eafie Nymph I once enjoy'd 
Neglected now ſhall paſs, | 
Poſleſſion, that has Love deſtroy'd 
Shall make me pitileſs, 
In vain ſhe now attrads and mourns, 
Her moving Power 15 gone, 
Too late ( when once enjoy'd, ) ſhe burns, 
And yeilding, is undone. 


My Friend, the little charming Boy 
Conforms to my deſires, 
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And *tis but to augment my Joy 
He pains me with his Fires 

All that'sin happy Love Tll taſt, 
And rifle all his ſtore, - 

And for one Joy, that will not laſt, 
He brings a thouſand more. 


Perhaps, my Friend, at this Account of my Hu- 
' mor you may ſmile, but with a reaſonable conſi- 
deration you will commend it, at leaſt, though 
you are not ſo wiſe as to perſue my Diftates. Yet 
Iknow you will bediverted with my Adventures; 
though there be no love in 'em that can reſemble 
'em to yours. Take then the Hiſtory of my Heart, 
which I aſſure you, boaſts itſelf of the Conqueſts 
it has made. - 


A thouſand Martyrs I have made, 

All acrific'd tomy deſire: 

A thouſand Beauties have betray'd, 
That languiſh in reſiſtleſs Fire. 

The untam'd Heart to hand I brought, 

And fixt the wild and wandring Thought. 


(. ro ) 


I never vow'dnor figh'd in vain 
But both, ths falſe, were well receiv'd. 
The Fair are pleas'd to give us pain, 
And what they wiſh is ſoon believ'd. 
And thd Italk*d of Wounds and Scart, 


Loves Pleaſures only toucht my Heart. 


Alonethe Glory and the Spoil 
I always Laughing bore away 3 
_ The Triumphs, without Pain or Toil, 
Without the Hell, the Heav'n of Joy. _ 
And while I thus at random rove 


Defſpiſe the Fools that whine for Loye. 


I was a great while, (like you,) before for- 
got the remembrance of my firſt Languiſhments, 
and I almJu!itthought, ( by an exceſs of Melancho- 
ly.) that the end of my Misfortunes were with my 
Lite at hand: Yet ſtil like a fond Slave, willingto 
diag my Fetterson, I hop'd ſhe would find Argu- 
ments to convince me ſhe was not falſe z and in 
that Humor,fear'd only I ſhould not be handſomly 
and neatly plted. Could ſhe but have difſembled 
well, I had been ſti}l her Cully, Could ſhe have 
piay'd her Game with diſcretion, but, vain - her 

oN- 
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Conqueſt, ſhe boaſted it to all the World, and I 
alone was the kind keeping Blockhead, to whom 
*twas unperceived, ſo well ſhe ſwore me into be- 
lief of her Truth tome. Till one day, lying un- 
der a ſolitary Shade, with my fad Thoughts fixt 
on my declining Happineſs, and almoſt drown'd 
in Tears, I ſaw a Woman dreſt in glorious Gar- 
ments, all looſe and flowing with the wind, ſcour- 
10g the Fields and Groves with ſucha pace, as Ve- 
245, When ſhe heard her lov'd Youth was flain, 
haſted to behold her ruin. She paſt me, as TI lay, 
with an unexpreſſable ſ{wiftneſs, and ſpoke as ſhe 
run, with a loud Voice. At her firſt approach, 
I felt a ſtrange trembliny at my. Heart without 
knowing the reaſon, and found at Jaſt this Woman 
was Fame. YetT was not able to tell from whence 
proceeded my Inquietude: When her Words 
made me but too well underſtand the Cauſe: The 
fatal Subject of what fhe cry'd, in paſſing by me, 
were thele 5 


Poor Lycides for ſhame ariſe, 

| And wipe. Loves Errors from thy Eyes; 
Shake off the God that holds thy Heart 
Since Silvia for another burns, 


And all thy paſt Indurement ſcorns 
While thou the Cully art. 
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I beheved, as ſhe ſpoke, that I had ill under- 
ſtood. her, but ſhe repeated it ſo often, that I no 
longer doubted my wretchednelſs. I leave you, 
who ſo well can gueſs, to imagin, what Complaints | 
I made, filling the Grove, where I was laid, with 
my pitious Criesz fomtimes I roſe and raved, and 
rail'd on Love, and reproached the fair Fugitive. 
But the tender God was ſtill pleading in my Heart, 
and made me ever end my noiſy Griefs in Sighs and 
ſilent Tears. A thouſand Thoughts of revengel 
entertained againſt this happy Rival, and the char- 
ming mgrate: But thoſe Thoughts, like my Rage, 
would alſo end in ſoft reproaching murmurs and re- 
gret only. And I would fomtimes argue with 
Love in this manner. 


Ah, cruel Love when will thy Torments ceaſe? 
And when ſhall I have leave to dye inPeace ? 
And why, too charming and too cruel Maid, 


Cou'd'ſt thou not yet thy fleeting Heart have 
___ (ſtay'd? 


And by degrees thy fickle Humor ſhewn, 

By turns the Enemy and Friend put on : 
Have us'd my Heart alittle to thy ſcorn, 

The loſ at leaft might have been caſierborn. 


With 
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With feigned Vows, (that poor _—_— - - 
Alas thou might'{t have footh'd me tomy death. 
Thy Coldneſs, and thy viſible decays | 
In time had put a period to my days. 

And lay'd me quietly into my Tomb, 

Before thy proof of Perjuries had come. 


You might have waited yet a little ſpace 
And ſfav'd mine, and thy, Honour this diſgrace 5 
Alas IT languiſh'd and declin'd apace- 


_ Ilov'd myLifetoo eagerly away 


To have diſturb'd thee with too long a ltay- 
Ab! cou'd you not mydying Heart have fed 
With ſome ſmall Cordial Food, till I was dead? 


Then uncontroul'd, and unreproach'd your 
( Charriis 


Might have been render'd to my Rival's Arms. 
Then all my right to him you might impart, 
And Triumph'd o'rea true and broken Heart, 


Though 
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Though I complained thus for a gooa whii:c, -.: 
was not without ſome ſecret hope, that what I ha, 
heard was not true; nor would | beperſuaded to 
undeceive myſelf of that hope which was ſo dear 
and preciousto me. I was not willing to be con. 
vinced I was intirely miſerable, out of too great a 
fear tofind it true; and there were ſome Moments 
in which I believed Fame might falſly accuſe 8 lie, 
and it did not ſeem reaſonable to me, that, after 
all the Vows and . Oaths ſhe had made, ſhe ſhould 
ſo eaſily betray 'em, and forgetting my Services, 
receive thoſe of another, leſs capable of rendring 
them to her advantage. Somtimes I would excuſe 
her ungratitude with.a thouſand things that ſeem'd 
reaſonable, but (ti]] that was but to make me more 
ſenſible of my diſgrace; and then I would accuſe 
myſelf of a thouſand weakneſſes below the Cha- 
racer of a Man; I would even deſpiſe and loath 
my own .eaſineſs, and refolve to be no longer a 
Maerk-out-fool for all the Rhiming Wits of the Ifland 
toaim their Dogrel at. And grown, as I imagined, 
brave at this thought, I reſolved firſt to be fully 
convinced of the perfidy of my Miſtreſs, and then 
to rent my Heart from the attachment that held it. 

You know,that from the Deſart of Remembrance, 
one does, with great facility, look oyer all the 
Iſland of Love. I was refolved to go thither one 
day; and where indeed I could ſurvey all things 
that paſt, in the Groves, the Bowers, by Rivers, or 
Fountains, or whatever other place, remote or ob- 
cure 'twas from thence, that one day I ſaw the 
faithleſs S7{via, in the Palace of 7rue Pleaſure, * 

the 
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the very Bower of Bliſs with ane oy my Rivals, 
but moſt intimate Friend. 

- "Twas there, I ſaw my Rival take 
Pleaſures, he knew how to make ; 

There he took, and there was given, 

All the Joys that Rival Heavens 

Kneeling at her Feer he lay, 

And in tranſports dy'd away: 

Where the faithleſs ſuffer*d too 

| All the amorous Youth cou'd do. 


The Ardour of his fierce defire 

| Set his Face and Eyes on fire. 

; All their Language was the Bliſles 
| Of Ten thouſand eager Kiſles. 
While his raviſh'd Neck ſhe twin'd 
And to his Kiſſes, Kiſles join'd, 

. Till, both inflam'd, ſhe yeilded fo 
She ſuffer'd all the Youth cou'd do. 
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In fine, *twas there I ſaw that I muſt loſe the 
day. And I ſawin this Lover Ten thouſand Charms 
of Youth and Beauty 3 on which the ingrate with 


greedy languiſhing Eyes, eternally gazed with | 


. the ſame Joy ſhe uſed to behold me when ſhe made 


me moſt happy. I confeſs, this Object was fo far | 


from pleaſing me, ( as I believed a confirmation 
would, ) that the change inſpired me with a rage, 
which nothing elſe could do, and made me fay 
things unbecoming the Dignity of my Sex, who 
ought to diſdain thoſe faithleſs Slaves, which Hea- 
ven firſt made to obey the Lords of the Creation, 
A thouſand times I was about to have ruſh'd upon 
Em, and have ended the Liyes of thelooſe betray. 
ers of my repoſe, but Love ſtepp'd in and ſtay'd my 
hand, preventing me from an Outrage, that would 
have coſt me that reſt of Honour, I yet had left: 
\. But when my rage was abated, I fell to a more in- 
ſapportable Torment, that of extream Grief to 
find another poſleſt of whar I had been fo Jong, 
and with ſo much Toll in gaining: "Twas thus TI re- 
. tir'd, and after a little while brought myſelf to 
 makecalm RefleGicns upon this Adventure, which 
reduced metoſome reaſon. When one day as I was 
walking in an unfrequented Shade, whither my 
Melancholy had conducted me,l incountred a Man, 
of a hauty look and meen, his Apparel rich and 
glorious, his Eyesawtul, and his Stature tall ; the 
very ſight of him inſpired me with coldneſs, which 
render'd me almoſt infenfibie of the infidelity of 
9/foie. This Perſon was Pride, who looking on 


me, as he paſt, with a fierce and dildainful Smile, 
over 


; 
; 
| 
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over hisShoulder,and regarding me with ſcorn,faid ; 


Why ſhou'd that faithleſs wanton give 


Thy Heart ſo mortal pain, 
Whoſe Sighs were only to degeive, 
Her Oaths all falſe and yain ?- 
' Deſpiſe thoſe Tears thou ſhedd'ſt for her, 
Diſdain to ſigh her Name. 
To Love, thy Liberty prefer 
To faithleſs $;/via, Fame. 


I knew by his words he was Pride, or Diſ< 
dain, and would have embraced him; but 
he put me off ſeeing Love (till by me, who had 
not yet abandoned me, and turned himſelf from 
me with a regatdleſs ſcorn, but I, who was reſol- 
ved not to forſake ſo diſcreet a Counſellor, rather 
choſe to take my leave of little Lovez who had 
ever accompanyed me in this Voyage. But oh ! 
this adieu was not taken fo eaſily and ſoon as Iima- 
gined. Love was not to bequitted without abun- 
dance of Sighs and Tears at parting, he had been 
a Witneſs to all my Adyentures, my Confident in 
this Amour,and not to be deſerted without a great 
deal of pain 3 I ſtayed fo long in bidding the dear 
Boy adieu, that I had almoſt forgot Diſdains at 


laſt, though my Heart were breaking to part with 


the dear fondling, I was reſolved and ſaid 3 
b Farewel 
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Farewel, my little charming Boy |! 
Farewel, my fond delight, 
My dear Inſtructer all the day, 
My ſoft repoſe at night. 
Thou, whom my Soul has ſo careſt, 
And my poor Heart has held fo faſt, 
Thounever left me in my pain, 
Nor in my happier hours ; 
Thou eas'd me when I did complain, 
And dry'd my falling ſhowrs. 
When SiIvia frown'd ſtill thou woud'ft ſmile, 
And all my Cares and Griefs beguile. 


But $z(vz4's gone, and I have torn 
Her Witchcrafts frommy Heart ; 
And nobly fortify'd by ſcorn 
Her Empire will ſubvert; 
Thy Laws eſtabliſh'd there deſtroy, 
And bid adleu to the dear charming Boy. 


tis) 


In quitting Love I was a great while before I 
could find Diſdain, but I, at laſt, overtook him: 
He accompanyed me toa Village, wherel received 
a Joy I had not known fince my Arrival tothe 1/e 
of Love, and which Repoſe ſeemed the {ſweeter be- 
cauſe it was new. When I came to this place, I 
aw all the World Eafte, Idle, and at Liberty : This 
Village is like a Deſart, and all the Inhabitants 
live within chemſelves, there is only one Gate, by 
which we enter into it from the Iſle of Love. 

This place is called [ndifjerence, and takes its 
Name from a Princeſs inhabiting there, a Perſon 
very fairand well made; but has a Grace and Meen 
of ſo little Wit, and feems ſo inutile and fo lilly, 
that it renders her even ridiculous. As foon as I 
arrived there, I called to my remembrance all thoſe 
affronts and cheats of Love, that Sz[via had put 
upon me, and which now ſerved for my diverſion, 
and were agreeable thoughts to me; ſo thatI called 
myſelf Ten thouſand Sors and Fools for reſenting 
'em; and that I did not heartily deſpiſe 'em, laugh 
at 'em, and make my Pleaſure with the falſe One 
as well as the reſt ; for ſhe diſſembled well, and 
tor ought I knew, *twas but diſſembled Love ſhe 
paid my Rivals, Burt I, forſooth, was too nice a 
Coxcomb, I cou'd not feed as others did, and be 
contented with ſuch Pleaſures as ſhe cou'd afford, 
but I muſt ingroſs all, and unreaſonably believe a 
Woman of Youth and Wit had not a longer Race 
of Love to run than tomy Arms alone. Well, 'ris 
inf} 29W confeſt I was a Fool, nor could I hinder my- 

elt from ſaying a thouſand timesa day 3 
| b 2 That 
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That Coxcomb can ne*re be at eaſe, 


While Beauty inflaves his Soul. 
- 'Tis Liberty only can pleaſe, 
And he that's Fetter'd is an Owl: 


* Ifound it yery convenient and happy to difin- 
gage from Love, and I have wondred a thouſand 
times at the Follies that' God has made me commit: 
And though I ſomtimes thought on S:lvia, If 
thought her leſs charming and fair than ſhe was be- 
fore her fall ; and the Humour I now was in re- 
preſented her no more meriting that Paſſion I once 
had for her, and I fancied ſhe had loſt all thoſe Gra- 
cesfor which once Ilov'd her:In fine, I was ſo wholly 
recovered of my diſeaſe of Love for S:lvia, that! 
began tobe uneaſie for want of imploying my Ad- 
dreſſes; and a change from ſo violent a Paſſion 
to ſuch a degree of coldneſs, became inſupporta- 
ble to one of my Youth and natural Gayety; in- 
ſomuch, that I was ſeized with a Dulneſs, or Lan- 
guiſhment, and fo great a fit of Melancholy, as1 
had never felt the like; and my Heart, that was {6 
accuſtomed to Love, was fo out of Humour, that 
it had no Object or Buſineſs for thought, that it 
loſt all its Harmony and Wit, it having nothing to 
excite it to Life and Motion, paſling from ſo vaſt 
a degree of tenderneſs to an unconcern equally ex- 
tream. TI thought it rude, ill-bred, and idle, to 
live ſo indifferent and inſignificant a Lite. - 
walk: 
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walking perpetually by myſelf, ( or with thoſe of 
my own Sex, that could not make my diverſion, ) 
I ſung all day this followitig Song toa Hum-drum 
Tune, to myſelf; 

Not to ſigh and tobe tender, 
Not to talk and prattle Love, 
- # IsaLife no good can render, 
And inſipidly does move: 
lf] Unconcern do's Life deſtroy, 


Which, without Love, can know no Joy, 


Life, without adoring Beauty, 
Will be uſeleſs all the day 

- Love's a part of Human Duty, 
And *tis Pleaſure to obey. 

: In vain the Gods did Life beſtow, 


1 Where kinder Loye has nought to do. 
fo 

tf What is Life, but ſoft deſires, 

: And that Soul, that is not made 


ſth Toentertain what Love inſpires, 
0 Oh thou dull immortal Shade? 
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Thou'dſt better part with Fleſh and Blood, 


Than be, wnere Life's not underſtood. 

Theſe were my notions of Life; and I found [ 
myſelf altogether uſcleſs in the World without, 
Love; methought I had nothing to animate me toflp 
Gallant things, without Love, or Women: [ 
had no uſe of Wit or Youth without the fair, and 
yet I did not wiſh wholly to ingage myſclt neither 
a ſecond time, having been to ill-treated before 
by Love; Burt I found there were ways to enter- 
tain one's {elf agreeably enough without dying or 
venturing the breaking of a heart for the matter: 
That there were Beauties to be obtained without 
the hazard of hanging or drowning one's ſelf: [ 
never had tryed, but I found it natural enough 
to my Humour and Conſtiiution, to flatter and 
diflemble, ſwear and Ilye; I viewed my ſelf in my 
Glaſs, and found myſelf very we'l recovered from 
the Ruinsmy firſt Amour had made, and believed 
mylſelt as fit for Concuelt, as any Sir Foplizg, or 
Sir Conrtly Nice of %em all. To this fine Perſon 
and good Meen and Shape, (asT thouyht, ) I ad- 
ded hardſom Dreſling, the thing that takes the 
Heart infinnely above all your other Parts, and 
thus ſet out a ſnare for vain Beauty; I every day 
went out of the City of Indifference, to ſee what 
new AdventuresI could meet withal. 

Cne day I incountred a Woman, who, at firſt 
ſight appeared very agrceablez ſhe had an Air _ 

ic, 
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Be, free, .and Galliard ; ſuch as fails not to take 
at firſt view: This was Coquettre, who, the very 
firſt time ſhe ſaw me, Addreſt herſelf to me with 
very great Compliſance and good Humour, and 
invited me to her Apartment, where ſheaſſured me 
dl ſhould not fail to be entertained very agreeably ; 
und at the ſame time pulling out of her Pocket a 
, Paper, ſhe ſhewed me theſe Words written 5 

1d 
er 
re Tho Beauty every hour you ſee 3 


Let Loveno more your Heart inſpire, 


Paſs no farther than deſire, 

$ It you'll truly happy be. 
Every day freſh Objects view, 

f And for all have Compliſance. 


f 
yl Search all places (till tor new, 
| And to all make ſome Advance; 


r | For where Wit and Youth agree, 
There's no Life ike Gallantry, 


C - 
1 | Laura's Heart you may receive, 
And to morrow Julia's priſe: 
[ 

Take what young Diana gives, 


Pity Laxcia when ſhe dics: 


b 4 | Portia's 


0 24 ) 


Portia's Face you muſt admire, 


.. And to Cloriz's Shape ſubmit. 
Phillis Dancing gnves you Fire, 
Celie's Sofineſs, Clara's Wit. 

Thus all at once you may perſue, 


"Tis too little to Love two. 


The powerful ſmiling God of Hearts 
So much tenderneſs imparts, 

You muſt upon his Altars lay 
A thouſand Offerings eyery day : 

And fo ſoft is kind defire 
Oh ! ſo Charming is the Fire, 

-That if nice Adraſte ſcorns, 
Gentler Ariadne burns, 

Still Another keep in play 
(If One refuſe, ) to give you Joy. 


Ceaſe therefore to diſturb your Hours, 


For having two deſires 


A Heart can manage two Amours, 


And burn with ſeveral Fires, 
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The day has hours enough in ſtore 
To viſit two or half a (core. 


I gave her thanks for her good Counſel, and 
found I needed not much perſuaſion to follow Co- 
quettre to a City that bears her Name, and I ſaw 
over the Gate of the City at my Entrance, theſe 
Verſes writ in Gold Letters ; 


The God of Love beholding every day 


Slaves from his Empire to depart away ; 


; (For Hearts that have been once with Love 
( fatigu'd, 


A ſecond time are ne'r again intrigu'd : 
No ſecond Beauty e'r can moye 
The Soul to that degree of Loye.) 
This City built, that we might (till obey, 
Tho we refus'd his Arbitrary Sway : 
*Tis here we find a grateful Recompence 
For all Loves former Violence ; 
Tir'd with his Laws we hither come 
To meet a kinder ſofter doom. 
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'Tis here the God, without the Tyrant, Reigns, 
- AndLaws agreeable ordains; 
'Here *tis with Reaſon and with Wit he Rules, 
And whining Paſſion Ridicules. 
No check or bound to Nature gives, 
But kind deſire rewarded thrives. 
Peeviſh uneaſy Pride, the God 
Has baniſh'd from the bleſt abode : 


All Jealouſtes, all Quarrels ceaſe, 
And here Love lives mm perfeCt Peace. 


This agreeable deſcription, gave me new deſire 
to enter into the City:z where l incountred athou- 
ſand fine Perſons all gloriouſly dreſt, as if they 
were purpoſely ſet out for Conqueſt: There was 
nothing omitted of Coſt and Gallantry, that might 
render 'em intirely Charming, and they employ'd 
all their Arts of Looks and Dreſs to gain Hearts. 

It is, ia a word, from theſe fair Creatures you 
are to draw your Satisfaction, and *tis indeed at a 
dear rate you buy it, yet, notwithſtanding the Ex- 
pence, a world of Peopleperfue 'em. 

When I came into the City, I was ſoon percei- 
ved to be a Stranger there, and while I was conli- 


dering whither ] ſhould go, or how to addreſs my- 
{clf 
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ſelf to theſe fair Creatures, a little Coguer? Cupid 
preſented himſelf to me for a kind Inſtrufterz and 
to explain him, this ina word 1s his CharaQer : 

He 1s of the ſame Race with the other Cupds, 
has the ſame Mother too, Yenws: He wears a Bow 
and Arrows, like the reſt of the young Loves; 
but he has no Bando, nothing to cover his Eyes, 
but he ſees perfeftly; nor has he any Flambeas: 
And all the Laws of Coguettre he underſtands and 
obſerves exactly, | 

I had no ſooner received the little Charming 
God, but he inſtructed me in all the moſt power. 
ful Arts topleaſe, in all his little wiles and agreea- 
ble deceits ; all which he admits of as the moſt ne- 
ceſſary Recourſes to that greatend of Man, histrue 
diverſion : With all which wasſo extreamly plea-. 
ſed, that reſolving to be his Votary, I followed 
him to the moſt delightful place in the World, the 
City of Galantry. 

Galantry is a City very magnificent; at the En- 
trance of the Gate you incounter Liberality, a Wo- 
man of great Wit, delicate Coverſation and Com- 
pliſance: This Lady gives her Paſport to all that 
enter, and without which, you cannot paſs, orat 
leaſt, with great difficulty 3 and then too you pals 
your time but very ill ; and the more Paſports you 
have, the better you are received from the fair In- 
habitants, and paſs your time more agreeable with 
the fine Converſation you meet with 1n this City. 
Love told me this, and it was therefore that I took 
a great many Paſports from this acceptable Perſon 
Lib:rality, But what renders you yet more Fa- 
voured 
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voured by the Fair and the Young who refide at 
GaHantry, is, to have a delicate foft Wit, an affi- 
duous Addreſs and a tender way of Converſing 
but that which beſt culliesand pleaſes the Genera- 
 lity of People there, is Liberality and Compliſance: 
This place of ſogreat Divertiſement is refrequen- 
ted with all the Parties of the beſt and moſt amia-. 
able Company, where they invent a thouſand new 
Pleaſures every day; Feaſting, Balls, Comedies, 
and Sports, Singing and Serinads, are what em- 
ploys the whole Four and twenry hours. 

By the Virtue of my Paſports from Lzberality, 1 
was introduced to all the fine Conyerſations and 
Places that afford Pleaſure and Delight: I had the 
good Fortune to make Parties, inſomuch, that 
| was foon known to all the Company in the City, 
and paſt the day in Feaſting, going with the Young 
and Fair to delightful /iZ2's, Gardens, or Rivers 
in Chaces, and a thouſand things that pleas'd; and 
the Nights I paſſed, in Serinading , ſo that I did 
not give myſelf time for Melancholy ; and yet for 
all this I was wearied and fatigued ; for when once 
one has taſted of the Pleaſure of Loving and being 
Beloved, all, that comes after that, is but flat and 
dull; and if one's Heart benot a little inflamed, 
all thingselſe are inſignificant, and make but very 
{light touches. 

I began therefore forall this to be extreamly Sha- 
greenand out of Humour,amid'{tall theſe Pleaſures, 
till onelucky dayl met with anAdventure, that war- 
med my Heart with a tender flame which it had not 
felt ſince my happy beginning one for S:/via :; _ 

ay 
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day,as I ſaid,I was conducted by my officious Cupid 
into a Garden very beautiful, where there are a 
thouſand Labyrinths and Arbours, Walks, Grot- 
to's, Grovesand Thicketsz and where all the Fair 
and the Gay reſorted; *twas here I incountred a 
young Beauty called Be{/inda; ſhe was well made, 
and had an admirable meen, an Air of Gayety and 
Sweetneſs 3 but that which charmed me mot of all, 
was her Wit, which was too ingaging for me to 
defend my Heart againſt : I found mine immedi- 
ately ſubmitting to her Converſation, and you 
may imagine did not part with her ſo long as De- 
cency and good Manners permitted me to ſtay with 
her, which was as long asany Company was in the 
placez nor then, till by my importunity I had 
ained ſo much upon her to ſuffer my Viſits, which 
did with a Condeſcention that gave me abun- 
dance of hope. 

FE was no ſooner gone, but my Czpid, who took 
care of me, and entertained me to the beſt Advan- 
tage, carryed me that Evening to a Ball, where 
there were a world of Beauties, among the reſt 
one fair as imagination can conceive z ſhe had all 
the Charmes of Youth and Beauty ; though not fo 
much Wit and Air as Be//inda. To this young ado- 
rable I made my Court all the time I remained 
there, and fancied I never found mylelf ſo Charm- 
ed, I fancied all the Graces had taken up their 
dwelling in her Divine Face; and that to ſubdue 
one (ſo fair and ſo innocent, muſt needs be an ex- 
tream Pleaſure: Yet did I not ſo wholly fix my de- 
fires on this lovely Perſon, but that the Wit of 
Lell;nda 
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Fellinda ſhared my Heart with the Beauty and 
Youth of Bellimante, fo was this young Charmer 
called: I was extreamly well pleas'd tofind I could 
a-new take firez and infinitely more, when | found 
I ſhould not be ſubdued by one alone; nor con- 
fined to dull Dotage on a (1ogle Beauty ; but that I 
was able to attain to the greateſt Pleaſure, that of 
Loving two amiable Perſons at once: If with two, 
I hoped I might with Two ſcore if I pleas'd and 
had occaſion; and though at firſt it ſeemed to be 
very ſtrange and improbable to feel a Paſſion for 
two, yet I found it true, and could not determin 
which I had the greateſt tenderneſs for, or inclina- 
tion to: But tis molt certain, that this Night I 
found, or thought I found, more for Fellizzante, 
who fired me with every Smile; I confeſs ſhe wan- 
ted that Gayety of Spirit Bell;zda had, to main- 
tain that fire ſhe raiſed: And ever when I was 
thoughtful a moment, Coguettre (who is ever 1n 
all the Convyerlation, and where ſhe appears very 
magnificent and with a great Train, ) would, ſmi- 

ling, ſing ſoftly in my Ear this Song, for ſhe is ve. 
ry Galliard; 


Ceaſe to defend your Amorous Heart, 
Againſt a double flame; 
Where two may claim an equal Part 


Without reproach or ſhame. 


(31) 
'Tis Love that makes Life's happineſs, 
And he that beſt wou'd live 


By Lovealone mult Life careſs, 
And all his Darts receive. 


Coquettre 15 a Perſon, that endeavours to pleaſe 
and humour every Body, but of all thoſe who eve- 
ry day fill her Train,ſhe careſſes none with that Ad- 
dreſs and Aſhiduity as ſhe did me, for | was a new 
Face, to whom ſhe is ever moſt obliging and en- 
tertaining. Howeyer, notwithſtanding the Advice 
of Coquettre, I fancied this young Charmer had in- 
gaged all my Soul; and while 1 gazed on her 
Beauty, I thought on Bellizda no mere; but be- 
lieved I ſhould wholly devote myſelf to Bellimarte, 
whoſe Eyes alone ſeemed capable to inflame me. 

I took my leave with Sighs, and went home 
extream well pleas'd with this days Adventure. All 
this Night I ſlept as well as if no tenderneſs had 
toucht my Heart, and though I Lov'd infinitely, it 
gaveme nodiſturbance; the next morning a thou- 
land pleaſant things Bellizda had ſaid to me, came 
into my mind, and gave mea new inclination toen- 
tertain myſelf with that witty Beauty 3 and dreſ- 
ling myſelf in haſte with the deſire had to be with 
her, I weat again, the morning being very invi- 
ting, tothe Garden, where betore I had ſeen her, 
and was fo lucky to encounter her; I found her 


bluſh at my approach ; which I counted a good 
| Omen 
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Omen of my future happineſs 3 ſhe received me 
with all the Gayety and Joy good liking and Wit 
could inſpire: Nor was [ backward on my part, 
but addreſt myſelf to her with all imaginable ref. 
ped, and as much Love in my Eyes as I wasable 
to put on; which, I found, ſhe ſaw with Pleaſure; 
ſhe had not entertained me half an hour, but 1 
was ſoabſolutely charmed, that I forgot there was 
a Bellaminte in the World. 

Thus for ſeveral days I lived ; every day vifit. 
ing both thefe attraCting Beauties, and at Night, 
when I was retired, was not able to inform myſelf 


which I liked beſt: Both were equally beloved; . 


and it was now, that methought I began to taſt of 
true Joy 3 I found myſelf in Love without any 
ſort of inquietude, when I was Melancholy, I went 
to vilit Bellinda, and ſhe with her Gayety and 
Wit would mfpire me with good Humour; If [ 
were over-preſt with good Company, and too 
much Converfation and Noite, F would viſit Bell;- 
mrante,who by a certain ſoftneſs in her diſcourſe, and 
a natural Languiſhment in her Eyes and Manners, 
charmed and calmed meto a repoſed tranquillity; 
fo that to make me fortunate tm Love, I could not 
have fixed my defires better : I had too little Love 
to be wretched, and enough to make my happineſs 
and Pleaſure. 


After I had paſt my time awhile thus in Coquet- 


tre, this little Love, who was my Guide, carried 
me to Declaration: I thought then upon the time 
of my firſt Arrival on the Ie of Loves and how 
Reſpe#?, that awful hinderer of our Pleaſure, pe 
vente 
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vented me from going to this Place: I urg'd this 
very argument Reſpe then made me, | to my 
Coguet Love now, who: for anſwer return'd me 
nothing but loud Laughter 3 and when I askt his 
reaſon, he replyd, that Reſpe# did not forbid any 
to go to Declaration, but thoſe only who knew 
not how to behave themſelves well there, and 
who were not ſo well faſhion'd and bred as they 


ought to be, who go thither : And that it wasa * 


mere cheat in ReſpeF to conduct people to-Love 
by D:/cretion, that being much the fartheſt way 
about, and under favor to Monſieur Reſpe&ht is 
but a tronbleſome companion'to a Lover, who 
deſigns to cure thoſe wounds the fair has given 
him, and, if he have no better counſellor, he 
may languiſh all his life without revealing the 
ſecret of his ſoul to the objeft belov'd, and fo 
never find redreſs. But this Sir Formal, ( Reſped@, 
ſays Love,) is a very great favorite of the Lady's, 
who isalways in fee with them as a Jilt with a 
Juſtice; who manages their Fools juſt as they 
wou*d haye%em; for it 1s the moſt agreeable thing 
in the World to them, and what the moſt feeds 
their vanity, to ſee at their feet a thouſand Lo- 
vers {igh, burn, and Janguiſh ; the fair are never 
angry to find themſelves belov'd, nor ever weary 
of being Ador'd. I wasextreamly pleas'd at this 
frank Humour of my little Love who told me 
this, and without much ſcruple or conſideration 
to ReſpeZ1 follow'd him towards Declaration,aud 
in my way he gave me this Advice. 
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When you Love,; or ſpeak of it, 


 . Make no ſerious matter on't, 
7 "Til make but- Jabject for her wit 


We 
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. And gain her (corn in lieu of Grant. 


"Sing whining, dull Grirnafſes 
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"Of 3 your Love and awful fame ; 
Young and; tender; Hearts will fly, 

, Frighted at the very name: T 
| Always brisk-and eayly court 

| Make Love Four pleafure not your pain, 


| Tis by wanton play and {part 


3 > 


Heed aleſs Virgin you wall gain, 


y this time we were arriv'd to Declaration, 
Thi is a very little Village, ſinceit is only for 
Pallengers to pals thro, and cone live there, the 
Country is very Perilor us, and thoſe that makea 


falle 
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falſe ſtep run a great riſque of falling from ſome 
Precipice: Round abour riſes a very great miſt, 
and people have much ado to know each. other ; 
of theſe'' miſts there are two farts: The one 
on the ſide of Dexizl, the Uther on that of Per- 
miſſion, the firſt is yery dilagreeable and draws a 
very ill conſequence with it ; the other directs 
you to a place of intire divertiſment,: But: 1: had 
ſo good a guide that the entrance gave me no 
trouble at all. When I came to the Village, 1 
found Bellimante, and Bellinda, to whom by turns 


I told all my heart 3 and diſcover'd all its pzflion 


or its tenderneſs which was to me much bettet. 


When to the charming Belinda 1 came, 
With my heart full of Love and Gcelire, 


To gain my wiſht end I talkt ofa flame, 


Of fighing, and dying, and fire, 
I ſwore to her charms that my ſoul did ſubmir, 
And the ſlave was undone by the force of her 

( Wit, 

To fair Bellizante the ſame tale] to'd, 

And I vow'd and I ſwore her fair Eyes 
No Heart-Raviſht morta] cou'd ever behold 
But he panting and Janguiſhing Dys, 
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And while I was vowing, the ardor of youth 

Made myſelf eyen believe what I ſwore was all 
| ( truth, 


I confeſs to you, my dear Lyſander, that it was 


a great while before I cov'd make myſelf be be- 


liev'd by Belinda, or gain any credit upon her 
heart, ſhe bad a great deal of Wit and cou'd ſee 
farther into the defigns of her Lovers. than thoſe 
who had not ſa mych, or had had ſo many vows 
pay'd them : I perceiv'd well enough, I was not 
hated by her, and that ſhe had not a heart whol- 
ly infenſtble; ſo that I never quitted her t1ll I had 

ain'd fo much upon her to accompany me to 
Pergeiſſzon, where for ſome time we pals our days 
very pleaſantly; and having ſo good fortune with 
3ellinda, I had now a great deſire to try my 
power over be!limante: and where Indeed, con- 
trary to my expeCtation, I was not fo happy: 
But ſhe went from me to Denial; and I was for 
that hour oblig'd to return again to Bellinda, it 
wasſametimel ſearchr her in vain, but at Jaſt found 
her ata little Village, extreamly agreeable. There 
are very few Inhabitants, but rhoſe that are live | 
17 perpetual union, yet do not talk much, for 
rhcy underſtand one another with halt words: A} 
iipn of the Hand, the Head or the Eye, a glance 
or {mile is ſufficient to declare a great part of the | 
Inclination.. Tt is here where the Laver takes all 


freedoms, without controul, and fays and = 
a 


- ww 


> ww > Www ym 3 OY UQ_ 2 91 ©- 


—_ <o 2 


Au 


(37) 
all that ſoft Love can permit: And every day 
they take and give a fecret Entertainment, ſpeak- 
ing a particular Language, which every, body 
does not underſtand, and none but Lovers can 
reply too,in effect, there are as many Languages as 
perſotis. . 

The Governeſs of this Village is very charm- 
ing to thoſe that are acquainted with her; and 
as diſagreeable to thoſe that are not; ſhe is a per- 
ſon of a great deal of Wit, and knows all things. 
She has a thouſand ways. to. make herſelf under- 
ſtood, and comprehendsallin a nioment, that you 
wou'd or can fay to her, | 

In this place, to divert, we make a thouſand 
pretty forts of Entertainments; and we have a- 
bundance of Artifices, which ſignify nothing, 
and yet they ſerve to. inake life Agreeable and 
Pleaſant. 

'Twas thnsI liv'd at 7ztelligence 5 when I under- 
ſtood that Be/imante was retir'd to Cruelty. This 
news afflited me extreamly, but I was not now 
of a humour to ſwell the Floods with my tears, 
or increaſe the rude winds with my ruder fighs; 
to tear my hair and beat my Innocent breaſt as L 
us'd in my firſt Amour to do. However I was 
ſo far concern'd, that I made it my buſineſs not 
to lole this infenſible fair one, but making her 2 
vilit in (pight of her rerrear, I reproacht het with 
cruelty. | | 


Why, 
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Why, fair Maid, are you uneaſy, 
When a ſlave deſigns to pleaſe youz 
When he at your feet is lying _ 

Sighing, languiſhing, and dying? 
Why do you 'preſerve your charms 
Only tor offenſive Armes? 
What the Lover wou'd poſleſs 

You maintain but to opprels. 


Ceaſe, fair Maid, your cruel (way, 


And let your Lover dy a nobler way. 


| Who the Devil wou'd not belteve me as much 
in lovenow aslever was with $7/via: My heart had 
learn't then all the ſoft Language of Love which 
now it cou'd prattle as naturally as its Mother 
Tongue; and ſighing and dying was as ready for 
my mouth as when it came from my very heatt ; 
and colt me nothing to ſpeak; Love being as 
cheaply made now by me as a barter for a Hoiſe 
ora Coach; and with as little concern almoſt : 
It pleas'd me while E was ſpeaking, and while | 
believ'd I was gaining the vanity and pleaſure of 
a conquelt over an unvanquilht heart. however 
I cou'd yet perceive no Griſt come to my Mill 3 


no heart to my Lure ; young as it was, it had | 
a 
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a cunning that was harder to deceive than all 
B: Vinda's Wit : And ſeeing her perſiſt (t1]l 1 ber 
Reſolution I lefr her with a heart, whoſe pride 
more than Paſii9n reſented the obduratneſs of this 
Maid, I wentas well compos'd. however as] cou'd 
to Intelligence; and found even ſome pleaſure 1n 
the cruelty and charming reſiſtance of Bellimante, 
fince I propos'd to myſelf an infinite happynels 
in ſoftning a heart ſo averſe to Love, and which 
I knew I ſhou'd compel to yeild ſome time 0! 
other with very little pains and force. 


Oh ! what Pleaſure *is to find 

A coy heart melt by {low degrees 3 
When to-yeilding tis inclind, 

Yet' her fear a ruin ſees, 


When her tears do kindly flow, 
And her ſighs do come and goe. 


Oh! how charming tis, to meet 
Soft reſiſtance from the fair 
When her pride and wiſhes meet 

And by turns increaſe her care. 
On! how charming 'ts to know, 


She wou'd yeild but can't tcl} now, 
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Oh ! how pretty is her ſcorn 

When confus'd *twixt Loye and Shame, 
Still refuſing (though ſhe burn, ) 

The ſoft preſſures of my Flame. 
Her Pride in her denyal lies, 


And mine 1s in my Victories. 


I feigned nevertheleſs abundance of Grief to 
find her (till perſiſt in her rigorous Cruelty; and I 
made her believe, that all my abſent hours I aban- 

doned myſelf to ſorrows and deſpairs; though 


Love knows I parted with all thoſe thingsin Szlvia's 
Arms. But whateverlI pretend, to appear at Cru- 
elty and before Bellimante; © at Intelligence T was all 
Galliard and never in better Humour in my Life 
than when I went to viſit Be/izda: I put on the 
Gravity of a Lover, and beheld her with a Solemn 
Languiſhing Look : In fine, I accuſtomed myſelt 
to counterfeit my Humour, whenever I found it 
convenient for my Adyantage: Tears, Vows, and 
Sighs coſt me nothing, and I knew all the Arts to 
jilt for Love, and could aG& the dying Lover, 
whenever it made for my Satisfaction. 


! 
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He that wou'd precious time improve, 
And husband well his hours, 

Let him complain and dye for Love, 
And ſpareno Sighs or Showers. 

To ſecond which, let Vows and Oaths 

| Be ready at your will, 

And fitteſt times and ſeaſons chuſe, 

To ſhew your cozening skill. 


In fine, after I had ſufficiently ated the Lan- 
guiſhing Lover, for the accompliſhment of all my 
Wiſhes, I thought it time to change the Scene, 
and without having recourſe to Pity, I followed 
all the Counſels of my Cupid, who told 
me, that in ſtead of dying and whining at her Feet” 
and damning myſelf to obtain her Grace, I ſhould 
affect a Coldneſs, and an Unconcern; for, Lycids, 
aſlure yourſelf, ſaid he, there 1s nothing a Woman 
will not do, rather than loſe her Lover either 
from Vanity or Inclination. I thanked Love for 
his kind Advice; and to perſue it, the nextdayl 
dreſt myſelf in all the Gayety imaginable: My 
Eyes, my Air, my Language, were all changed 3 
and thus fortified with all the put-cn indifference 
inthe World, I made Be//zmarnte a Vilitz and after 
a thouſand things all cold and unconcerned, far 
from Love or my former Softneſs, I cried Jaugh- 
ing to herz Ceale, 
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Ceaſe, ceaſe, that vain and uſeleſs ſcorn, 


Or ſave it for the Slaves that dye, 
I in your Flamesno longer burn, 
No more the whining Fool you fly; 


But all your Cruelty defie. 


My Heart your Empire now diſdains, 
And Frown, or Smile, all's one to me: 

The Slave has broke his Servial Chains, 
And ſpight of all your Pride is free 


___ From the Tyrannick Slavery. 


Be kind or cruel eyery day, 
Your Eyes may wear what dreſs they pleaſe, 


*T will not affect me either way, 
How my fond Heart has found its Peace, 


And all my Tears and Sighings ceaſe. 


I muſt confeſs you're wondrous fair, 
And know, to conquer ſuch a Heart 5 
Is worth an Age of ſad deſpair, 


If Lovers-Merits-were Deſert : 
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But you're unjuſt as well asfair, 
And Love fubſiſts not with deſpair, 
No more than Lovers by the Air. 


Pve ſpar'd no Sigks nor Floods of Tears, 
Nor any thing to move your Mind, 
With facred Vows I fed your Cares; 
But found your rebel Heart unkind, 
And Vanity had madeyou blind. 


No more my Knees ſhall bow before 
Thoſe unconcern'd and haughty Eyes, 
Nor be ſo ſenſleſs to adore 
That Saint, that all my Prayers deſpiſe : 
No, I contemn your Cruelty 
Since in a Humor not to dye. 

_ Having faid all this with an Air of Diſdain, T}, 
{miling, rook my leave, with-much leſs Ciyility 
and Reſpect than I uſed todo ; and haſting to 1-- 
te//iience, | paſt my time very well with Belinda, 
to whom I paid all my Viſits, and omitted nothing 


thar might make Be/;z-zante know I had forgot her : 
But at the end oi ſome days by a very happy change, 
{he 


T ( 44 ) 
(he findiog niore inclination to Love than to Tru- 
elty, baniſhing all Obſtacles in Favour of a Lover, 
ſhe came to IrteZigencez where at firſt fight ſhe 
made me ſome little Reproaches, and that in fo 
ſoft a manner, that I did not doubt butT had toucht 
her Heart: I {wore a thouſand times, that all I had 
done, was only put on to ſee if it were poſlible 
ſhe could reſent it, and force from her Heart ſome 
little concern for my ſuppoſed loſs. At this time I 
had abundance of Intreagues upon my hands, for 
it was not with Be/inda arid Bellimante,with whom 
I lived in this manner 3 and indeed it is impoſſible 
to remain at J-tel/zgence and to make a Court but 
totwo Perſons only,where there are fo many of the 
Fair and the Young. I writ every day ſeveral Bil- 
lets; and received every day as many : I had every 
day two or three Rendezvous; and one ought to 
manage matters very diſcreetly, that neither Par- 
ty might come to the knowledge of the others con- 
cernz and one ought to be a Man of great Addreſs | 
and Subtilty to love more than oneſecurely; and 
though this gave me ſome pain, it was nevertheleſs 
an Ambargs very agreeable, and in which I could | 
have lived a great whilez it Envy, which cannot | 
ſuffer any Body to be happy in Intelligence, had | 
not arrived there and rold a great many things 
which diſcovered my Intreagues; ſo that Bellinda, 
with whom [I had lived there with great Tranquilli- 
ty along time, and Bell;mante, with whom T was | 
but juſt beginning to be happy, were both oblt- | 
oged to quit this delightful place, where we enjoy- | 
ed ſo many happy hours; and they retired ti} =_ 

noiſe. | 
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noiſe was a little over; and with them all thoſe 
who had afforded me any hope: If any one of 
theſe had ſtayed, I had been contented well enovgh 
and one might have confol'd me for the loſs of thet 
other, butin one day to loſe all that made my hap- 
pineſs, put me into ſuch a Melancholy, Iknewnot 
for the preſent what to do for myſelf; but Coques 
Love conducted me ro aVillage,that gave a me new 
Pleaſure : The ſcituation of it is marvellous, the 
Fields and the Groves all about it the moſt plea- 
(ant in the World; the Meadows enamel'd with 
Riyulets, which run winding here and there, and 
Joſe themſelves in the Thickets and the Woods. 
In going, Love ſaid to me: In abſence it is in vainta 
abandon yourſelf to forrow. Alas! What ſignifies 
It to {igh night and day; the Abſent does not hear 
us; nor can the moſt tender Aﬀition or Com- 
plaint render a Lover happy, unleſs the Fair One 
were preſent to hear all his Moans, then perhaps 
they might ayail. There was reaſon in what he 
ſaid, and I was pleas'd and calm'd 5 and we arri- 
ved at the ſame time at this Village: All the Hou- 
ſes were fine, and pleaſant, we ſaw all the Graces 
there by Fountains and by Flowtry Springs, and 
all the Objects that could be imagined agreeable; 
and theleaſt amiable ones, we ſaw, gave us a Joy / 
All the World that inhabit there contribute to Di- 
verſion; and this place 1s called Am»ſement : 
Amnſement 18a young Boy, who ſtops and gazes at 
every thing that meets his Eyes, =nd he makes his 
Lleafure with every Novelty. 

As ſoon as I arrived at this VillageI thought to 
vert 
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divert: myſelf, as others did ; and to hinder my 
Thoughts from fixing on the loſs of my two Mi- 
ſtreſſes, and to baniſh from my mind the Sha- 
grins their Abſence gaye mez withdrawn from 
the fair Eyes of Be//imante, and the Charming 
Wit of Belinda, and to give my ſighing Heart a 
Jittle eaſe; upon a thouſand ObjeasI formed my 
deſires, and took a thouſand Pleaſures to divert 
my Melancholy: And all the rimeT lived at this 
dear place, I paſſed my time without any 1nquie- 
tude; for every day afforded me new Objects to 
give me new Wiſhes, And I now expected, with- 
out much impatience, the return of Be/irda and 
 Bel/imanie; nor did I tire myſelf with writing to 
'em every day ; and when I did write, to fave the 
Expence of thought, the ſame Billet ſerved both) 
a thouſand little tender things I ſaid of courſe to 
both: And ſomtimes, eſpecially while I was wri- 
tirg, I thought I had rather have ſeen them than 
have lived at 22» jement, but fince it was neceſſa- 
ry they ſtould be abſent, 1 bore 1t with all the 
Patience I could; ſomtimes we were in a fit 
of writing very regularly to one another, but on 
a ſudden I received vo Letters at all ; the reaſon 
of this was, they both underſtood I lived at Amnuſc- 
zze,t, and had retired themfclves to the Palace of 
_ Spic/t: I no ſooner received this News, but I 

rendered myſelf there alſo; it 1s a place where 
there 1s alwaies abundance of Tumult, Outrage, 
Quarrels and Noiſe: And Spight is a Perſon who 
eternally gives occaſion of Diicontent and Broll 


caulicg Feople often to fall out with thoſe they 
love 
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love, moſt,. and to: careſs thoſe they hate: _ But 
the Quarrels ſhe occaſions us. with thoſe we love, 
Jaſt but a very ſhort ſeaſon, and Love reconciles 
thoſe differences that Spight c :bliges us to fnake: 
Tho 'tis ſomtime pleaſant enough toſee thoſe we 
Love extreamly,and violently, fall into the higheſt 
rage, and fay a thouſand things mjurious and un- 
reaſonable, and to {wear all the Oaths that angry 
Love and Fury can inſpire, never to ſee or con- 
verſe with one another agun, and in a moment 
after. to grow calm, weep, and reunite; to be 
perjured on both. ſides, and become more fond 
than. ever they were. 


A Lovers Rage and Jealouſie 
* One ſhort moment do's confeſs: 
How can they long angry be 

Whoſe Hearts are falFof tenderneſs? 


In this Place there wou'd be eternal War, but for 

a.perſon who, inhabits there, and is always the 
Modiobos tor Peace,tis he that aſliſts to accommo- 
date and bring the Lovers together. This 1s 
very honeſt perſon, call'd Right Coder Bend 
brought me to _ Belinda, whom I found accom- 
pany'd with a Man that made her a thouſand ca- 
relles, at my approach ſhe made as if the knew 
me not, which I took in ſuch diſdain, that I ap- 
ply'd myſelf to Spight, with a delign to be re- 
veng'd on this Haughty (corner. In this humour 
| | made 
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I made a viſit to Bel/;m:ante but found her as - 
Implacable as Belinda, whom no excuſes, no 
reaſon, cou'd reduce to the temper I had once 
ſeen her; in a rage, ten times more than I was 
before, fila with diſdain and revenge I complain'd 
of this treatment to my little Love, who immedi- 
ately led me into a Grove, where the Beauties 
and the Graces usd to walk, to conſult upon 
what return to make for my affront 3 from one 
place to another we paſt on till we came to a lit- 
tle Thicket, on the other fide of which, by a lit- 
tle Rivulet we cou'd hear, but not ſee, two per- 
ſons diſcourſing,they were women, and one ſeemed 
in a violent Rage againſt her Lover, who had 
newly offended her , whilſt the other ſtrove in 
vain to reconcile her, but ſhe went on, vowing 
to revenge herſelf with the next objeQ ſhe ſhou'd 
Incounter that had but Wit, Youth, and fortune 
enough to Juſtifie her Love, and make her con- 
quelſt glorious; her reſolution agreeing ſo with 

mine, and her manner of ſpeaking, gave menew 
hope and pleaſure, and a great ourioſity to ſee her 
face; Ifound by her Reſentment ſhe was young 
and of Quaiity, and that alone was enough to 
make me reſolve upon Addrefſing myſelf to her, 

and the other perſon had no ſooner lefther,but I ad- 

vanced towards her,with as gooda grace as I cou'd 

put an, ſhe was a little ſurpriſed, and bluſhing at 

firſt, but 1 foon reconcil'd her to my conyerſation. 

I found her handſom enough to ingage me, and 

fhe was as well pleaſed with me as I was with her, 

both having the ſame deſign which was that of 
revenge. 
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revenge, and you may Imagin, our buſineſs be- 
ing the ſame, our entertainment was not at firſt 
extraordinary, but as my cauſe of Anger was more 
reaſonable than hers, I began to find myſelf to 
ſoften into liking of this new fair one, who was 
called Cemmena , and who, to ſpight her former 
Lover, endeavor'd to be ſeen with me in all the 
publick places ſhe cou'd, which gave him Infinite 
torments of Jealouſie. One day as I was walking 
with this Cexz:24 1n a place where the young and _ 
the fair frequent, Bellinda and B«llimante often 
paſſed by us, and ſaw us both well pleas'd and 
in good humour, I cou'd perceive their colour 
goe and come, and that they were as uneaſy at 
this object, as my heart cou'd wiſh, and by their 
quitting of the place 1immediatly atter, I was at- 
ſured of all my hope, and believed I had gained 
my Point ; at the end of two or three days, one 
Morning walking ' alone in the ſame place I in- 
countered Bellimante, who hapned to be attend- 
ed with her Woman onely, ſhe chang'd colour 
at my approach, and wou'd have paſfed:me-by 
but I ſtay'd her by the Robe; and ſaid a thouſand 
things to her that angry Love inſpir'd me with, 
while ſhe on her fide did the ſame, till we had 
talk'd ourſelves by degreesintoreaſon, and good 
underſtanding. 1 found her Refentmentto be only 
the excels of Love, and all thoſe faults are eafily 
forgiven , I immediatly threw myſelf at her Feer, 
1 and made her a thouſand proteſtations of m 

| fidelity, and ſhe, in her turn, excuſed herſelf 


with all the tenderneſs imaginable, the made me 
da A 
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a thouſand new vowes and careſſes and forgot 


. nothing that might perſuade me, that all ſhe did 
was by the Counſel of Spight. 


Oh ! how ſoft it is to ſee 
The fair one we believe untrue, 


Eagar and impatient be 


To be reconcil'd a new ; 
When their little cheats of Love 

Shall with reaſons be excus'd, 
Oh! how ſoft it is to prove, 

With what eaſe we are abus'd / 


When we come to underſtand 
How unjuſt are all our fears 3 


And to feel the lovely hand 


. Wiping from our Eyes the tears. 
And a thouſand Favors pay 

For every drop they kiſs away, 
Oh! how ſoft it is to yeild, 

To the maid juſt reconcil'd, 
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I found this accommodement extreamly agree- 
able, and it was in theſe tranſports the Lovely 
Bcllimante detain'd me for fome days withaut quit- 
ing her, but I found too much Joy in anew re- 
conciliation not toendeavor to make one alſo with 
Bellinda; as ſoon then as Bell;mante grew a little 
off my heart by ſo longa converſation with one 
and the ſame Woman, I, oa pretence of ſome af- 
fairs, left her extreamly charm'd and fatisfi'd, and 
haſted to Belinda, who, methought, was now a, 
new Beauty ; at leaſt I found her too conſider- 
able to loſe the Glory of ingaging her intirely 3 
tis poſſible that both theſe Ladys, being agitated 
with as little faith as myſelf, deceiv'd me with the 
ſame deſign I did them, to make their pleaſure on- 
ly, and tho this very often came into my thoughts, 
yet it gave me no great inquietude, they dif- 
ſembl'd well, and I cou'd nor fee it, T had the 
ſatisfaftion and the vanity of 'em,that was as much 
as I defir'd from any of the fair ſince $:/via toucht 
my heart, they both (wore they lov'd and both 
fear?d to difpleaſe, if they were unfaithful they 
had a thouſand ſtratagems to hide their infidelity, 
and took a great deal of care to keep me, which 
ſhew'd a value in me above all the reſt of my R1- 
vals, and I beheld myſelf with ſome Pride and e- 
ſteem for having ſo much power 3 when ever they 
offended me they had all the Arts to mollify me, 
and who wou'd be ſo critically in love as not to 
be willing to be fo well abus'd? For my part, i 
will not be ſo nice, as to penetrat into their 
thoughts, to find what wou'd but diſpleaſe me if 
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found 3 but content myſelf with all I ſee and find 
that looks like Love at leaſt and good humour. 
Nay even in their worſt I find a thouſand plea- 
ſures, thoſe of their quarrels which ſomtimes hap- 
pen twenty timesa day, whenevery reconciliation 
1s like a new Miſtreſs, ſo well they ſtrive to pleaſe 
and be reconcil'd. 

But all theſe pleaſures did not fatisfy me, there 
were greater yet behind which I had not arriv'd 
to with. theſe fair charmers, and however I liv'd 
at Amnſem:int, making a thouſand Amours with a 
hundred of the moſt Beautiful , ſtill I had a deſire 
to ſubdue intirely to my pleaſure theſe two the 
moſt hard to gain, but now I was pretty well ſe- 
cur'd of both their hearts and yet neither knew, 
they were each others Rivals in mine. They knew 
one another, converlt, and play'd and walkt to- 
gether, yet ſo diſcreet I was in this Amour that 
neither was jealous of the other, nor ſuſpected 
Tlov'd both with an equalArdor;whenT hapned to 
be with *em both I carried myſelf fo equally Gal- 
lant that both commended my conduct and ima- 
gin'd I did it to hide the ſecret paſſion IT had for 
herſelf, and ſo many little Arts my Coquet love had 
taught meI cou'd with eaſe manage abundanc 
of intregues at one and the ſame time, 

But as I ſaid, this did nut ſuffice, nor cou'd the 
fires, that ſome more willing Beauties allay'd, hin- 
- der me from wiſhing and burning and perſuing 
thoſe two fair perſons with an Ardor that had no 
appearance of decay from any others goodneſs to 
me, but in my daily viſits to*em, I eternally » 
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licited them to ſuffer me to accompany them to 
that charming place call'd Favors, which 15a very 
Beautiful Caſtle rais'd in a Vally. I confelt to 
you that my Cogquet Crpid advis'd me not to go, 
for tear of attaching myſelf roo much to a place 
ſo extreamly agreeablezthe Mountains, that inv.ron 
this Caſtle, are very high and full of hollow 
Rocks, which made the ſcituation very fullen. The 
Caſtle itſelf was delicately built, and ſurrounded 
with tall Trees, ſo thick that one cou'd hardly ſee 
the Edifice, nor cou'd the Sun-beams dart throw 
the giovomy ſhade; and eternal Night ſeem'd to 
ſit there in awtul ſtate and pleaſure: For the more 
obſcure this place 1s and ſecret from all Eyes, the 
better and more acceptable it 1s to all that enter 
there, and tho this Vally have many inhabitants, 
it appears to have none at all ; vecaule they love 
ſolitude, and, baniſhing all Publick ſociety, con- 
tent themſelves only to be but two in company 
together,if there be more they are recetv'd with 
a very 11] welcome, for a third Perfon in this place 
wou'd deſtroy the Pleaſure and the harmony. 
The Inhabitants of this Caſtle never {ſhew them- 
ſelves but to thoſe that are very importune,and then 
not every day, the Ladies that command there 
are many Siſters all of thz name of the Caſtle 
and all very fair, and (ti]] one more fair. than the 
other, and when you vilit em you lee'em not all 
at once but by degrzes and the laſt you behold 
is the faireſt, and by the pleaſure you have in 
ſeeing one, you delire to ſce'em all, For there are 
no limits to be given to defire, and as they are 
d } never 
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never ſeen by any body altogether, jt happens 
very often that you ſee but one, and you muſt 
have addreſs and great afliduity, abltinence, and 
good fortune to obtainone of theſe Favers; but 
the laſt will coſt you much more trquble than aſl 
the reſt put together; ſo very fair, fo very nice 
and coy ſhe is ; But when once obtain'd (he brings 
you to the Palace of intire Pleaſure; which 1s 
neighbouring to the C.ſtle cf Favors; bur I, who 
wou'd very tain, at once, have orought to this 
delicate place both Þ:!lizda and Be:limante; found 
myſelf extream yneaſy, becauſe, as Iſaid, only two 
can bewell enterrain'd ata time! Tfound it againſt 
my humour and againſt the advice of Love to a- 
bandon all. and retire with one only, for in de- 
cency ani good manners, thoſe, who go to this 
Caſtle of Favors, are oblig'd to continue there 
ſome time ; and I found, I ſhou'd be extreamly 
ſhagrin after a little while with one alone ; but 
both were obſtinate and wou'd not ſuffer a third : 
and having been ſo very importune with both, I 
was aſham'd to repent and recant all thoſe things 
I had faid, to perſuade them to go, thd in my 
heart I was very 11l fatisfid IT had not perſu'd the 
counſel, Love had given me not to go to Fuv.rs 
at all ; he forcſceing an inconvemencie in ſuch 
a retrcat, which I, with all my young defiresa- 
bout me and fond of novelty, c,u'd not, fo well 
as he, diicern,howeyer I had propos d it with ſome 
ardency and wou'd not go back, but relolv'd to 
makethe beſt advantage of my voyage, and woud 
pot declare my regreet til! Icoud no longer hin- 
ES = 
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der it : So that Be//imante, yeilding to my Implo- 
rings, conſented next day to go with me to this 
retreat of Favors. 

Accordingly the next morning we ſet out for 
this amiable place; where we arrived, and find- 
ing myſelf all alone, without interruption or fear, 
with this very fair Creature, I adyanced to a thou- 
ſand Freedoms which ſhe, with ſome reſiſtance, per- 
mitted me to take : I was all Joy and Tranſport at 
every advance, and ſtill the nearer I approached 
to the laſt Favour, the more blelt I imagined my- 
ſelf; I grew more reſolved, and ſhe more feeble: 
and at laſt, I was the Victor and Bell;marnte the Vi- 
Gim; I remained ſome days with her, and one 
would have imagined I ſhould have been intirely 
happy in this place with one ſo young and fair : 
But behold the fickleneſs of Youth, and Man's 
nature. _ 


Tho my Heart were full of Paſli>n, 
And I found the yeilding Maid 

Give a loole to inclination 
While her Love her Flame betray'd 


Yet tho all ſhe did impart, 
Pain and Anguiſh preſt: my Heart. 
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Tho I found her all o'r Charming, 
Fond and (ighing in my Arms; 
Yer my Heart a-new was warming 
For Bellinda's unknown Charms x 


Thought, if Beauty pleas'd me fo, 
What muſt Wit and Beauty too? 


And though next day I found myſelf an hundred 
times more 1n Love with Bellimante than before, 
yet unleſs I could poſleis Bellizda too, I thought 
myſelf miittable; Yet every time ſhe charmed me 
a-rew I was upon the point of renouncing eternal- 
ly kefinda, and ſacrificing her to my Paſſion for 
Belliminte: But T did not remain long in that Hu- 
mour, but every day grew more and more unre- 
ſo]ved in that point 3 and as Be//iminte grew more 
fond I grew more cold; not but I had learnt to ſay 
Jo many kind and ſoft things in the time of my real 
Paſton with Sz127a, that I found it eafie to ſpeak 
every day fucn endearing Words as gave her no 
doubt of my Heart; nor was willing ſhe ſhould 
ſee tathe bottom of it, where ſhe would -moſt cer- 
tainly have found Be!l xda; yet with ſuch a mix- 
ture of Pa{tion for herſelf, that it would have been 
hard ro have diſtinguiſhed, which had had the al- 
cencant there; only my delire at preſent was the 
moſt conſiderable for the fair ObjettT had not yet 
policlt, and whom Ilong'd to yanquilſh ; perhaps, 

as 
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25 much for the Glory, as the Pleaſure, though my 
Heart did not at this moment think fo. 

After ſome time that I hadlived here with Be//;- 
ante, | made ſome pretext to leave her for a lit- 
tle while; ſhe; who was extreamly charmed with 
that Solitude, refolved to wait there my return, 
ſo that I had ſome pain 1n contriving how T ſhould 
bring Belinda to the ſame Caſtle asI1 wiſhed todo; 
but it had in it many Manſions and Apartments, 
and, as I ſaid, ſo retired from one another, that 
it was difficult to come at any time together or to 
meet : This conſideration made me refolved, and 
very preſſing with Be//inda, to go to this place, 
aſſuring her of ſuch Diverſi-n as ſhe never met 
with in any other part of the World : She loved 
and wa? not long in perſuading, and I had the 
Glory to condud@t her in ſpight of all her Wit and 
Gayety, to this retreat of Solitude with me; where, 
unperceived, I obliged her to render me all that 
Love could allow, and more than Honour would 
permit: And I was for ſome days extreamly hap- 
py, and poſlibly had continued fo, (going from 
one Apartment to another, and,like the Great Sul. 
tan, viſiting by turns my Beauties, ) had nor a ma- 
licious fate prevented my Grandeur and Pleaſure. 

It hapned one day that I had ſued a repetition 
of Favours from Be//inda; (he ſeeming reſolved 
to grant me no more, repenting of thoſe I had 
taken, and with a charming Sorrow reproaching 
me, miking me a thouſand times more preſfling 
than before: At laſt her force growing weaker, 
her denials fainter, and my 1mportunnies more ra- 


ging 


(58 ) 


ging; I found her yeilding, the Lilly in her Face 
gave place to the Roſes, and Loveand Trembling 
made her Eyes more fair, and juſt ready to render 
me all. We ſaw approaching us Bel/imante, who, 
having heard how I ſometimes paſt my hours, re- 
ſolved to ſurpriſe me in my perfidie; and accor- 
dingly found us in a gloomy Arbour with all the 
Tranſports of Love in both our Faces, which it 
was too late to reſettle and hide from this too ſen- 
ſible and jealous fair One: In vainTI {trove with all 
the Arguments of Love and Tenderneſs to appeaſe 
her, or, if by any thing [ ſaid, I found her incli- 
ned to pardon me, on the other (ide 1t but ſerved 
to incenſe and inrage Belizda, to whom I had 
made equal Vows ( at her coming to that place, ) 
of eternal Fidelity. I am not able to efprels to 
you, my dear Lyſand-r, what confuſion I found 
myſelf in, I divided my Heart and my Intreaties 
between *em, and knew not to which I moſt ar- 
denily meant 'em; I was very ſenſible, that while 
I treated both with equal Love and Reſpect, that 
I ſhould gain neither, and yet 1f what I ſaid to 
both had been addrelſt to any one of 'em, it would 
have prevailed ; and I found it eafie to have kept 
either, it I would reſolve to quit the other 3 but 
my heart not inclining to that, or if it wor'd, 
not knowing which I ſhou*d chulſe, made mere- 
main between 'em both the moſt out-of-countenan- 
ced coxcomb, that ever was taken in the cheats of 
Love, while both were on either ſide reproach- 
ing me with all che malice and noiſe imaginable, 
ſa that not being able longer to endure the 
__ clamour, 
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_ clamour, I took my flight from'em both, and ran 


with all the force I cou'd to a Village call'd Irre: 
ſolutions and where Coquret Lov? abandon'd me 
ſaying that pace was not proper for him, 

The Houſes of this Village are for the moſt part 
not half builr, bur all appears very deſolate and 
ruinous: Tr appertains to a Lady very tantaſtique 
of the ſame name. She maks a Figure pleaſant 
enough, ſhe never dreſles herſelf, becauſe ſhe can- 


not determin what habit to put on; ſhe 1s ever 


rormenting herſclf,. (till turning to this ſide and 
to that, yet never ſtirs from the place, becauſe 
undetermin'd ſhe knows not whither nor which 
way. to go: And having ſo many in her mind re- 
ſolves to go to neither; one always [ces an Api- 
tation in her Eyes, that keeps them in perpetual 
motion and fixt on nothing. You ſee her perpety- 
ally perplext with a thouſand d-11gns in her head 
at once, but puts none of them in execution. 
{ found myſelf in this place Ambarafſed with 
a thouſand conftutions and thoughts, for Be.lznda 
and b«ll;mante had equally ſhay'd my foul, and I 
knew not for which I ſhou'd declare ; nor whether 
theWit and extream good Humour of the fjr{t were 
more powerful upon my heart, than the Beaury 
and ſoftneſs of the laſt, fo that | was wholly un- 
able to determin which I ſhay'd quit, having the 
ſame ſentiments for one as for the other, and re- 
ſolv'd to abandon hath rather than conrent myſelf 
with one : And the fear of loling one was the oc- 
calion of my loling both, in fine | was In the molt 
| | cruel 


( 6o 
cruel incertainty in the World. And I cou'd not 
forbear ſaying a thouſand times to myſelf, 


When Love ſhall two fair objects mix, 
And in the Heart two paſſions fix : 
'Tis a pleaſure too ſevere, 

Cruel Joy we cannot bear. 

Too much Love for two I own, 


But too little flame for one. 


While I was thus perplext betwixt theſe two vi- 
vlent paſſions, when no reaſon cou'd reſolve me 
which to chooſe, as I was one day meditating what 
to do in this extreamity, a Woman preſented her- 
ſelf to me, whoſe Beauty was infinitely tranſcend- 
ing all I had ever beheld ; ſhe had a noble and 
Majeſtick meen, a moſt Divine Air, and her 
charms caſt ſo'great a Luſtre that I was dazPd with 
Gazing on her ; ſhe ſtruck me with ſo protoand 
a reſpett at the firſt fight of her Glory's, that I 
Jou'd not forbear throwing myſelf at her feet, 
1mploriog I might be eternally permitted to Adore 
her; and to become her ſlave. When railing 
me from the ground, and looking on me with 
Eyes more Majeſtick than kind, ſhe faid to me 
in a loud voyce. 


Fly, 


| Ca J 
Fly, Lyſkaws, this hated Place, | 
Too long thou'ſt bin a ſlave to Love. 
Thy youth' has yet a nobler Race 
In more Illuſtrious paths to move. 


Glory your fonder flame controuls , 


Glory, the life of generous Souls, 


Once you muſt Love to learnto live, 
'Tis the firſt leſſon youth ſhou'd learn ; 
Uſeful inſtructions Love will give, 
If you avoid too much concern: 
Loves flame, ths in appearance bright, 


| Deceives with falſe and glittering light. 


But, Lyſidas, the time is come 
You muſt to Beauty bid adieu 3 
Recal your wandering paſſions home , 
And only be to Glory true; 
She is a Miſtreſs that will laſt 
When all Loves fires are gone and paſt. 


Thoſe 


C69 } 

Thoſe words, tepeated to me with an Air 
haughty and imperious, touche me to the very 
Soul, and made me bluſh. a thouſand times with 
ſhame to behold mylelf in that ridiculous (tate, al- 
moſt reduc'd to the ſame tenderneſs for Bellind: 
and Bellimante I had before had for $7zvia ; but 
I ſoon found my error and in an inſtant became 
more in Love with Glory than I had ever been 
in my life. Inſomuch that I reſfolv'd to leave 
Irreſolution and follow her. I confeſs at firſt it 
gave my heart ſom little pain to withdraw and 
difingage it from ſo long and fo fond a cuſtom, 
and I was more than once forc'd to parly thus 
with my imtractable and ftubborn heart. 


Oh! fond remembrance ! do not bring 
Falſe notions to my eaſy heart, 
And rake the fooliſh tender thing 


Think, that with Love it cannot part; 


Or dy whene're the charming God 
Forſak's his old and kind abode. 


And thou, my heart, becalm and Pleas'd, 
For better hours thou now (halt ſee, 
Ot all thy Anxious torments eas'd 


From all thy toyles and ſlavery free, 


From .. 


+, 
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From Beauties Pride and peeviſh ſcorns 


From Wits Intregueing falſe returns. + 


'Tis Honour now thou ſhalt perſue, 
Her dictates only ſhalt obey 3 
Yet Beauty. en Paſſant may view 
And be with all loves Pleaſures Gay, 
Quench when you pleaſe reſiſtleſs fires, 
But make no buſineſs of deſires. 


Thus, my dear Lyſander, following Glory, I 
ſoon arriv'd at the extent of the Ifland of Love, 
and there I incounter*d a thouſand Beauties, At- 
trations, Graces and Agreements; all which en- 
deavor'd a new, but in vain, to engage me. I paſt 
by 'em all without any regard only ſight, as I be- 
held ?em with the remembrance, how once the 
meaneſt of thoſe Beauties wou'd have charm'd me, 
I lookt back on all thoſe happy ſhades, who had 
been conſcious of my ſofteſt pleaſures, and a thou- 
ſand times I fighing bid'em farwel, the Rivers, 
Springs and Fountains had my wiſhes that they 
might ſtil] be true and favor Lovers, as they had 
a thouſand times done me. Theſe dear remem- 
berance, you may believe, ſtay'd lome time with 
me, yetI wou'd not for an Empire have return*d 
to'em again, nor have liv'd that life over a new 
[ had ſolong and with ſo much pleaſure perſu'd. 

Afﬀtes 
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After this I took a Veſſel and put off from that 
ſhore, where, tho I had met with many Misfor- 
tunes, I had alſo receiv'd a thouſand joys: While 
it was in view I found myſelf toucht with ſome re- 
gret , but being (ail'd out of fight of it, I ſigh'd 
no more, but bid adicu to fond Love for ever. 
All you Beauties and Attradtions, 
That make fo many hearts ſubmit 3 
Soft inſpirers of atfeCtion 
Miſtreſſes of dear bought wit. 
To whoſe Empire wereſigning 
| Prove our homage jaſtly due 
After al} our ſighs and whining 


Dear delight we bid adicu. 


After all your fond Caprices, 

All your Arts to feem Divine, 
Painting, Patching and your Drefles, 
Eaſy votaryes to incline. . 


After all your couzening Bzllets 

| Sighs and tears, but all untrue, 
To your Gilting tricks and quillets, 
I for ever bid adieu, 
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Poems: 
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E Air Charmer ſee how: various Poets meet 


To a Fair Lady, ſent with a Miſcellany of 


To lay their ſeveral Labours at your Feet, 


Whoſe different Fancies different Paſſions move, 


The grinning Satyr,. and the ſmiling Love, 


And ſurethere's ſomthing that you may approve. 


The Volume like a Landskip will appear, 


Some parts leſs Beautiful, fome Bright and Clear 5 


But where Defefts 'th' Pifture you ſhall ſpy , 
Be pleas'd their want of Luſtre to ſupply, 
and gild it with a Bean from your bright Eye. 


B 


70@ 


(2) 


To Urania in Mourning. 
& E E where ſhe fits in mourning Robes aray'd, 


Like Night's bright Goddeſs ſhining thro! a 
( ſhade. 


What Charms has this fair Mourner that can make 
The ſable dreſs of Grief ſuch Beauty take. 
Dall Cuſtom has preſcrib'd this ſad Attire, 


When Sorrow reigns, and Beauty wou'd retire. 


But Sorrows ſelf when by Urania worn, 


Looks fair and charming as the riſing Morn. 


Thus when deſcending Angels would diſguiſe 


Their bright celeſtial Form from human Eyes 3 
Their Splendor thro'the borrow'd ſhape will ſhine, 


And we perceive an Excellence Divine. 


But while this lovely mourning Nymph we view, 


We ſigh, weep, languiſh, and turn Mourners too3 


Yet with this difference, that while others weep 


For Fricnds expir'd, and lodg'd in Death's calm 
( Sleep, 


A relt- 


(3) 
A reſtleſs waking Paſſion makes our Grief 
That ne're can dye, nor ever hope Relief : 
Yet would Urania from her Sorrows ſpare 
To my Diſtreſs one balmy pitying Tear ; 
That Charity wou'd make me bleſs my Pain, 


And never wiſh to be at Eafe again, 


SONG. 


S wretched, vain, 4d indiſcreet 
Thoſe Matches I deplove, 
Whoſe Bartering Friends in Counſel meet, 


To huddle in a Wedding Sheet 


Some miſerable Pair that never met before, 


Poor Love of 10 account muſt be, 
Tho nee ſo fixt and true, 
No Merit bat in Gold they ſee, 
So Portion and Eſtate agree, 
No matter what the Bride and Bridegroom do. 
Þ 2 


a. = 


p, 


(4) 
Curſt may all covetous Husbands be 
That Wed with ſuch Deſign, 
And Curſt they are; For while they ply 
Their Wealth, ſome Lover by the By 
Reaps the trme Bliſs, and digs the richer Mine. 


On Beauty. 
A PINDARIC. 
AY all ye Judging wile, 


Who into Nature's Secrets dive, 


5 


And can herunknown Reaſons give 


From whence great Beauties wond”rous power do's 


| ( riſe, 
Whoſe Univerſal Tyranny 
Subdues the Tributary World, and brings 
[n equal Fetters Slaves and Kings, 


To languiſh in a ſoft Captivity, 


It triumphs ore the Strong and Proud, 
It calms the Stormy and the Loud. 


C3) 


The ſtubborn and the frozen Cold diſſolves, 
Perverts the wife Mans beſt Reſolvegs. 
The Gerizs of the Wits, and Braves imploys *- 
In the important Subject of its Praiſe. 

T he Fool and Coward too imfpires 
This with prevailing Wit, that with Herolck Fires. 


Judah's wile King, when he 

Had ſtudied Nature o're and o're, 

Surveying all her hidden Store, | 
Even from the Reed to the triumphant Tree, 
Thro' all the ſpacious Univerſal round, 

Soft Beauty was the only good he found 
Worth ſetting his ſcle&t Aﬀettions on. 
| *Twas there he bounded his Delights, 

His chearful Days, and charming Nights, : 
On that moſt perfect Bliſs beneath the Sun. 
Beauty alone inſpir'd him with the Theme 
Of the bright Virgins of Hieruſalem. 

From that alone his Divine Raptures ſprung, 


Beauty his Bufinefs was,and Love was all his Song. 
B 3 When 


(6) 
When Alexaxder had his Conqueſt hnr1'd 
Ore all the. yielding Tributary World, 
And found no more that could afford 
New Buſineſs for his Glory, and his Sword, 
*Tis ſaid, He wept ; but when the Perſian Maid 
(With greater Charms) the Hero had ſurvey'd, 
He found the toil of Conquering her much more 
Than all his worthleſs Worlds before. 
He figh*d and bow'd, lookt pale and red by turns, 
To ſerve her was his whole delight, 
Thinks it as brave, while thus he burns 
Under ſoft YVeras, as rough Mars to fight. 
 AndSteges lays of Sighs and Tears, 
And tells ſoft Stories of his Heart, 
Of reſtleſ Nights, and Days of Cares, 
"Of Pains, and Flames, and wild Deſpairs, 
Of bleeding Wounds and Smart, 
And found that no Fatigues of War 


Were half fo great as yanquiſhiog the Fair ! 
; But 
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C7) 
But oh , no ViQory cou'd fo Charming prove, 


As that of the dear Maids confeſling Love | 


David, whoſe harmonious String 
Cou'd Sans infernal Tempeſt calm, 
And by the Muſicks ſtrange myſterious Balm, 
Appeas'd the Frenzies of a raging King 3 | 
Yet ſtranger Charms in the fair Hittte found, 
Which kindled to a ſofter Fire 
His cold and languiſhing Deſire. 
And ſtrugling Virtue in ſtrong Fetters bound, 
That pow*rful Aid was uſeleſs now, : 
When yet more pow'rful Beauty was in view, 
He found no Muſick cou'd appeaſe 
The troubled Spirits her fair Eyes did raiſe. 
The Muſick of her Voice did but in'pire 
A more tormenting Fire; 


So great a Sympathy 
There is between ſoft Love and Harmony. 


In the wild darkneſs of Idolatry 
Did Clodovens ſee 


C8 
'Twas more than vulgar Light 

That made the fair Clotilda look fo bright, 

When from her conquering Eyes 
Surpriz'd, he ſaw ſuch ſparkling Flames ariſe, 
And therefore wiſht to know 


The Spring from whence ſuch ſtreams of 7” did 
( BOW. 


Why then ſhou'd 1, 
Ye learned Stoicks tell me why ? 
Think it unworthy of my Name | 
Toown a Generous and a Noble Flame, 
Since Love's Almighty Pow'r 
To whom the Young, the Great and Brave, 
The Wife, the Politick and Crave, 


Have bow'd to as their Conqueror. 


What reaſonable Man deſires to pals 


For ane more great and good than David was? 
Or who for Wiſdom ever hop'd Renown 
Like wiſe, like ſacred Solomon } 


(9) 
Or who in glorious Arms cou'd ever dare 
Like the fam'd Son of Jupiter ? 


Or if thou 1y*ſt beneath the common Curſe 
Of being Bad, what than a Heathen worſe 3 


Yet Clodouens by Beauties piercing fight 
Was brought from his Egyptian Night, 
Directed by ſo fair a Hand, 

He cou'd not miſs the promis'd Land. 
Then ye fond Stoicks flie 
Your Learn'd, your Dull-School Foolery, 
And lay your Speculation by, 
Or you are greater Fops than I. 
Lay by your Books, and this believe 
By charming Beauty is alone, 
That true and falſe are to be known, 


'Tis Beauty 1s alone Supertative. 


_— — — —_ CET ———— 


| \ Reedows is a real Treaſure, 
| Love a Dream, all falſe and-vain, 


Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 


'Sure and laſting is the Pain. 


A ſincere and tender Paſſwn 
Some ill Planet over-rules, 

Ah how blind is Inclination, 

Fate and Women dote on Fools. 


— m—_— 


- SO NG. 


H how Dull it is to love, 
A Ah how Dull is paſt Deſire, 
How inſipidly we move 
Iz the flames of dying Fire, 
M aidens if you will be Wiſe, 
Rather aye than loſe the Prize. 


Zh 


(11) 


Ah what Angel things are Mex 
Ere the Iaſi Deſires obtained, 
But alas are Devils when 


Cold forc'd Kiſſes are but fained. 
Maidens ah be warn'd by me, 


Rather Dye than Conquer'd be. 


mon 


To the Heroick Antonia. 


Madam , 


vw Hen firſt I ſaw your Conquering Face, 


You appear'd fo Charming, and ſo full of 
(« Grace, 


My Soul was into a new Wonder wrought, 
Which took increaſe from every look and thought. 
In all your Ations all the Virtues ſhin'd, 
And every Word confeſt your generous Mind. 
The Number of ſuch gallant Maids are few, 

Qur Ages Birth has but produc'd us two, 


The tam'd ſires, and more famous yau. 


Thou 


— 


(20) 
Thou Monarch of your Sex alone doſt Reign, 
And their loſt Glory Nobly doſt regain ; 

Thou ſhewſt the Paths that do to Honour guide, 
How to be Great without the Vice of Pride. 


That vanity of .a Spirit baſely born, 


Thy Nobler Flights thy Sexes Arts do ſcorn, | 


intny gay Temper more true Graces lie, 
Than all their boaſted fond Formality. 
Would they arrive at an Immortal Fame, 
And at the Amazonian Glory's atm, 

They muſt your generous Preſidents perſue, 
Tho? {till alas they muſt ſubmit to you. 
With-the learn'd Pen of fome fane'd ancient Wit, 
In thy high Praife a Volume might be writ 3 
But humbler I with Buſhes do confeſs, 

The Muſes never did my Fancy bleſs 

To dip in Helicoz have no pretence, : 

And aim no higher than to praiſe with Senſe 3 
Since at your Feet no Scepters I can lay, 


Let a mean Wreath of Flowers the Tribute pay: 
£0 


(13) 


© To Laurinda. 
Roduce aſpiring Mule thy Nobleſt ſtrain, 


To fing the Charmer of our Court and Plain, 


P 


No common one Laxrinda's Praile can fit 
Empreſs of Beauty, Patronels of Wit. 

*T were Sacrilege this Tribute to defer, 

For Wit was born and flouriſhes with her. 

She makes Wits Court where ere ſhe do's repair, 
The Muſes and the Sacred Train are there. 
Where ere ſhe moves the Graces lead the way, 
And juſt Devotion to their Goddeſs pay. 

This is the ſhe, whoſe Praiſe we muſt Indite, 


Tranſcending mortal Verſe, and common Flight, 


Hear then induſtrious Muſe, and underſtand 
The vaſt important Task thou haſt in hand. 
Fetch me the Beauties of the blooming Spring, 
The richeſt Odors ſpicy Gales can bring. 


OY 


(14) 


All Nature's ſcatter'd Glories join'd in one; 


A Preſent to the bright Eaurinda's Throne. 

The Smiles that did the Infant World om, 
The faireſt Luſtre of the Riſing Morn, 

The Calm, the Joy that breaking Day inſpires, 
When it to Anthems wakes the fether'd Quires, 


The Souls of Stars are yet more pure and bright, 
Abſtrated Beams, and Expyrean Light. 

The Pride of Halcyon Seas, unclouded Airy 
All theſe my Muſe with wond'rous skill __ 
A Diadem for bright Laurinda's hair. Þ 


Deſiſt deluded Muſe, we vainly toil, 
All theſe will prove but fair Zaxrindz's Foil. 
In vain thou ſeekſt abroad the blooming Year, 


The Beauties of the Spring are all in her. 
All Nature's ſcatter'd Glories thou wilt find 


Already center'd in her Form and Mind. 
The Smiles that did the Infant World adorn, 


Leſs bright than thoſe that on her Face are worn: 
Het 


(15) 


Her Preſence Joy and Summer calm, ſupplies, 
And Day ts always breaking in her Eyes, 
Herſelf the ſweeteſt Anthem will inſpire, 

And teach us to excel the fether'd Quire. 

Her Charms excel the pride of Earth and Air 


» 


No Sea-born Vers e're was half fo fair. 
Thus ſlender Muſe thy daring Courſe is croſt, 
And in the Ocean of Perfe&ion loſt. 


Yet ſomthing thou art ſtill oblig'd to lay, 
Thy grateful Offering on her Altar lay, d 
And own at leaſt the Debt thou canſt not pay. 
Seize the Occaſion, and this Boon obtain 
To be the humbleſt Waiter in her Train. 


FIR 


On a Lady ſinging. 
O w like El:zinm 1s the Grove 


When chaſte Dorinda ſings of Love, 


It charms the troubled Soul to reſt, 


And makes a Calm in every Breaſt, 


(26). 


With yarious kinds of Harmony 


She ſtrikes at once the Ear and Fye $ 
So ſoft a Voice, and ſhe ſo Fair, 


Gives double {ſweetneſs to the Air. 


The wretched Strephoz dumb with Pain 
And Grief, too heavy to complain 


When young Dorizda tunes her Voice, 


Forgets his Woes, and dreams of Joys, 
Ah lovely Charmer be ſo kind 
To eaſe ſomtimes a tortur'd Mind, 


His Groans with gentle Sighs controul, / 
And breathe a Calm into my Soul. 


\ —_ CC — * 
— 
Lg 


Jo Mr. W. 
| H Y this talking ſtill of Dying, 
Why this diſmal Look and Groa ng 


Leave fond Lover, leave your Sighting, 
Let theſe fruitleſs Arts alone, 


C7) 


Love's the Child of Joy and Pleaſure, 
Born of Beauty, nuiſt with Wir, 


Much amiſs you take your meaſure, 


This dull whining way to hit. 


Tender Maids you fright from loving 
By th' effect they feein you. 
If you wou'd be truly moving, 
Eagerly the Point perſue, 
Brisk and gay appear in Woing, 
Pleaſant be if you wou'd pleaſe 3 
All this Talking, and no Doing, 
Will not Love, but Hate, increaſe. 


—— 
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 Armida: Or, The Fair Gill. 
N OT Circe nor Medea had ſuch Art, 
| Or pow'rfal Charms to captivate a Heart 3 


Nor Syjrez's Voices with ſo pleafing found, 
Lull thoſe aſleep whom they defign to wound. 
For 


(19) 


For a new Conquelt all her Skill ſhe tries, 

But yet by different ways to gain the Prize, 

As Time and Humors fit , Her Looks appear 
- Baſhful ſomtimes, and full of Virgin fear. 


T hen earneſt and laſcivious as ſhe finds 


Her Beauty work upon her Lovers minds, 

When e're the baſhful Youth fears his Succels : 
She gives the Trembler hopes by ſoft Addreſs, 
Advances with more {weetnels 1n her Face, 

And fires him with ſome kind peculiar Grace, 
Sooths his fond Heart, and diſiipates his Fear, 
And thaws the Ice her Scorns had gather'd there. 
But if the God of Love infuſe his Dart, 

And captivate a bold and forward Heart. 

Her Eyes aſſume their ſtate, and her neglect 
Creates a doubtful Fear mixt with reſpec. 

Yet leſt too much of Scorn produce Deſpair, 
Somme glance of kindneſs.in her Eyes appear, 
While hardly gain'd ſhe makes the bleſſing dear. 
But Rill-the Cloud ſhe cunningly declines, 

An fits her Looks to ſecond her Deſigns. Some- 


(19) 


Somtimes ſhe ſeems to {mother Sighs with Pain, 
And calls up Tears, then turns *em back again. 
As if the foftning Tide ſhSwou'd not ſhew, 

| But that infpite of all her Pride, they flow. 

| And all to make a thouſand eaſie Hearts 

| To weep in earnelt by her coz'ning Arts. 

| And: with the flames of Pity tempers ſo 
The Darts of Love, none can reſi{t the Blow. 

And when ſhe finds a Lover coming on, 

Yet not fo faſt to be too ſoon undone, 

There all her Arts of Languiſhment ſhe tries, 
Sweetens her whiſpering Voice, ſoftens her Eyes, 
Touches his hand as if it were by chance, 

And yields herſelf toevery kind advance, 

Looks on his Eyes, thea ſtrait declines her own, 
And ſeems to love, as not to have it ſhewn, 

} [4nd having thus proceeded in her Art, 
> [Breaks forth, as it ſhe cou'd not guard her Heart. 
; Too long, ſhe cries, I have fappreſt my Fire, 
Take all my Heart, and all Love can defire. 

C 2 


Thus 


(83 


Thus while ſhe ſoftly ſpeaks, and ſweetly [miles, 
And doubly charms the Senſes by theſe Wiles, - 
She do's a Faith in ſtrongeſt Souls create, 


And gains a Conqueſt in deſpite of Fate. 


Ah cruel Love! the Honey and the Gal], 
Which thou afford'ſt, do equally Enthrals 
And all our Ills, and all our Cures from Thee, F 
Are mortal to us 1n the ſame degree : 

If any of Inconſtancy complain 
Of broken Vows and her unjuſt diſdain, 
She fains herſelf unpraQis'd in Loves Arts, 


And that ſhe wants the charms ſhould vanquiſk 
| ( hearts. 


And looks with fuch a Bluſhing Modeſty, 

As undeceives your fancy'd Injury. 

And thus the Thorne lies hid that ſhe does bear 
Under the Roſes which her Beauties wear. 


So in the earlieſt riſe of day, we ſpy T 
The ruddy Morning minpled with the Sky. A; 
Whit 


£32; 


While ſhame and anger in her looks appear, 
Both ſeem confus'dly mixt together there. 
Thus in delufive Dream the time being ſpent, 
Weary with cozenage and diſcontent, 
| Even hope itſelf he ſcarcely now retaines, 
Þ But like a Hunter at the laſt remaines, 
Who having to no purpoſe ſpent the day, 
At laſt loſes the track of the loſt Prey. 


Such were the Practices and ſuch the Arts, 
By which ſhe can inlnare tea thouſand hearts 3 
Or rather ſuch the pow'rful armes do prove, 


" By which ſhe conquers and makes ſlaves to Love. 
11 
Its. ODS _ 
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Predictions for S aturday next. 
N Saturday the twenty fourth, 
( The wind freſh blowing from the 
North, ) 


Two glorious Stars their Spheres (ball change, 


And into other Climats range. 
C:3 Then 


ile 


[:38) 


Then tell me, Muſe, and tell me true, 


What Alterations ſhall enſue : 

Predid& at leaſt, what weather (hall 

Our Dark Horizon then befal. 
Tempeſts and Earth-quakes, I preſage, 
Shall at that Dreadful ſeaſon rage. 

A Cloud of dark deſponding Fears, 

A ſtorm of Sigh's and flood of Teares 3 
And many a wretched Lovers heart 


Be wreckt and torne, when they*depart, 


"=——_—_ 
—_— 


To Aſtrea , on her ſending me a Bottle of ] 
Orange-floure Water. 


(, Ou'd I but half ſo rich a Verſe invent, 
As was the Cordial which A4{zrea ſent; 
My Muſe herfelf the Meſſenger waou'd prove, 
Eorn on the wings of Poetry and Love: 

But all the Muſes ſpring can ne're repay 

| The Preſent my Aſtrea did convey, - 


Now, 


(93) 


Now, Strephcz, hope, Aitrea does incline 


To Pity thee, ſince Cordials ſo Divine 


EEE EE TOES 
RC 
Le omit ————— 


Are only fit for hearts that bleed, like mine. — 


| "I FY 


To Cloris going into the C. ountry. I! 


(); tell me Cloris, tell me, why 
You take delight to ſee men dy. 


And, Parthian-like, kill, while you fly.” _ | 


Return, if not for charity, If 
At leaſt for Pride, return to ſee | | 


| The Trophies of your Victory. 


Can you ſuch crueltie perſue? 
And make your Eyes thoſe miſcheifs do, 


oy —___n—__ 
—— en. en Eee Cadet) AE at rare res errno re nm ere nent = eee IS. 7 GEO 


Which they deſpiſe, or fear to rue ? 


Ah Nymph, if you perſiſt to take | 
| 
This courſe, and every place forſake, | 


Aſloon as you a Lover make. 


C 4 


(24) 
No Reſidence for Cloris can be found, 


\ Since where ſoere ſhe goes ſhe's fure to wound. 


Ao F "9 
_ a, 


— 


SONG. 


| vain does Hy men with Religions Uows 
_ Olllige his Slaves to wear his chaines with eaſe, 
A Privilege alone that Lowe allows, 


Tis Love alone can make our Fetter pleaſe. 


The Angry Tyrant lays his Yoke or all, 
Vet in his fierceſs Rage is charming ſtill: 
Officionus Hymen comes whener'e we call, 


But haughty Love comes only when He will. 


"OOO 


In — —— —_— 


To a Lady, ( whom be never faw, nor had 
any deſcription of,) to prove he Lowes 
ber. 


By a Perſon of Quality. 


Righteſt of Virgins ! Whoſe high Race and 
EY | I, ( Name 

Relpeaks you wortby of the Nobleſt flame, 
| Armed? 


TS, 
Armes you with power Divine, that cag diſpenſe 
Its Influence beyond the reach of ſence, 
Making us frame of you, as Heaven above, 
Idea's of our Ignorance and Love. 

Diſdain not, faireſt, ſuch Devotions then 
As the beſt worſhippers offer to Heav'n. 
Nor think'em feign'd,fince things above do grow 
( Concealed and diſtant ) more admir'd below, | 


Abſence creates eſteem, and makes that fire 


(Which the Suns near approaches quench ) aſpire, 


While thoſe who do enjoy perpetual rays 


Curſe thoſe bright Beames that Crown our Halcyon 
(days. 


Know then, my Paſton Real is and Great, 
Not ſuch as from dull ſence derives its heat, 
But Sympathy ; that Royal Law that binds 
In a cloſe union things of different kinds, 
That ſecret charm of Nature which inſpires 


The whole creation with Harmonious fires. 


Heads 


(26) 


Heads Cupids Arrows, guides his Roving. Bow, 
Extends its Empire o're all things below. 


Since then you know I Love, how much, and 
E how, 


If of my Paſſion you ſtill diſfallosy, 
Know then the Lot is caſt, the Gods approve 


The Fates Decree, and have pronounc'd,l Love? 


Song by the —_ hand. 


Ome Brag cf there Cloris, and ſome of their 
( Phyllis, 


Some cry up their Celia's and bright Amarillis, 
Thus Poets and Lovers their Miſtreſſes Dub, 

And Goddeſſes frame [rom the MWaſh-boul and Tab ; 
But away with theſe fitions, and connterfait folly, 


7 bere's a thouſund more charmes inthe name of. my 


( Dolly. 


T carmot deſcribe nor her Peauty and Wit, 
Like Manna to each ſhe's the Rel'ſhing Bit 


She 


C29 ] 


She alone by enjoyment the more does prevail, 
And ftil with freſh pleaſ! are does hoiſt up your ſail, 
Ny had you a ſurfeit took, of all others 

One Look of my Doll ſtrait your ſtomach recovers, 


But when I conſider her Humour and feature, 

Piz apt to ſuſpeF ſhe's inclin'd to the creature, 

What contrary winds in my Breaſt then ariſe, 

What hopes and what fear and what doubt do ſurpriſe? 
What Storms do I feel of trouble and care, 


While my wiſhes themſelves at variance are >? 


For ſomtimes I wiſh her more cruel, leſs fair, 
But then 1 ſhould either not Love, or deſpair : 
Þ'd have her to Love foo, not Amorous be, 
1d have her be coy, but kinder to me. 

But ſhould ſhe in me this Humour diſcov-r, 
9he'd quickly diſcard her Impertinezt Lover, 


Sleeping 


A ———— OO 


(28) 


_ 


— 


Sleceping on ber fair hand. 


F cuſtom thoſe for Poets does allow, 
If T hat once have ſlept upon Parnaſſus brow, 
Why may not Ito that Ambition grow, 
Who Slept upon this fairer Hill of Snow. 
At leaſt in this aur fancies do agree 
They of their Mountain writeand of thee, 
And as they beg the favor of the nine, 
To match their nableſt flights I ask but thine. 


—_ 


—o 


——— 


— 


To Gloriana on ſaying I bad a tough heart. 


Irſt Jet the Lyon dread the bleating Sheep, 


The winds be huſht, the Sea's and Fm 
( ſleep. 


The day's bright Empire to the night reſign, 
And water freez beneath the burning Line, 
Theſe contradictions ſooner ſhall be found 


Than Gloriana's Beauty fail to wound. 
Allow, 
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Allow, fair charmer, that (as you have ſaid, ) 


My heart were of the tougheſt Temper made, 
What privilege can thetice to me befal, 
'Gainſt thoſeprevailing powers, that conquer all. 
If feebler charmes the force of Love can ſhew, 
Then how much deeper mult his Arrows go 


When Gloriana's Eye-brow is the Bow, 


Sent with Ovids Epiſtles, to a fair Lady. 


Juſter Preſent ſure was never made, 


Than theſeEpiſtlesto your hand convey'd: 
For there the Loves of Ladies moſt appear. 
Theſe cuplets only Strephozs Paſſion bear. 

A Paſhon true as theirs, more full of heart 

And brings in ſubſtance, what it wants in Art. 
But if in {lighted Flames they ever burn'd 

Their wrongs upon our ſex are now return'd 


For never they their Lovers did pertue 
With half that Paſſion that I ſigh for you 3 


Of 


(903 


' Of Love, the only Picture there you ſee 

But have the true Original in me. 
Your Juſtice therefore muſt this truth approve, 
They better write of Love, I better Love. 


— 


Sent with a Basket of Fruit : 


He Streets with flowry Garlands we 
( ſhou'd croun 


To welcom fair Afirea to the Town, 

Officious Cupids at her feet ſhou'd lay 

The faireſt Treaſures of the Blooming May; 
But now we ſeek the Summers ſtore in vain, 
For theſe Autumnal Fruits alone remain, 
Which mourning Loves ſhou'd to Aſtres bear, 
As Legacies of the departed year, 

But when the little Meſſengers ſhall ſpye 

The Charming Nymph, tranſported they will cry, 
No more, my Mates, your Winter Preſents bring, 
For we havefound the Goddeſs of the Spring. 


Love 
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Lowe cannot be indifferent. . 


TF Nditference in Love? it cannot be, 
I *'Tis contradiction to the laſt degree? 
Cool temp”rate Paſſion 1s an empty name, 
And preater nonſence than a freezing flame: 
Hope, fear,and joy may with degrees diſpenſe, 
T heſe Paſſions but by halves affeCt our ſenſe, 
But when we love, *tis ſtill with violence. 
And that dull Shepherd, who this truth denies 
Sure never muſt haye ſeen Aſtre's eyes? 
Half Beauties may perhaps half Paſſions move, 
But She ſtill wounds with all the force of Love: 
Yet whilſt ſuch rigorous flames ſhe does inſpire, 
Preſerves herſelf Unmov'd by any fire : 
Who gaze upon her Charms are ſure to burn, 
And are as certain to have no return, 
Yet ne're' repent them of their deſtiny, 
But count it greater Bliſs for her to dye 
Than in the Armes of other Beauties lye. 
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1o Aftrea, 


On her abſence,during which T cond not write. 


F e're I had a ſparke o'the Poets flame 
I From fair Aſirea's quickning Beams it came; 
And (nce the meaneft Writer will afpire 
To call his faculty a ſacred fire; 
Why may not I preſume that mine ts fo, 
That from a cauſe fo excellent did grow ? 
But its not ſtrange, ſince it was born fo high 
That like an earthly yapour it ſhou'd dye: 
No, no, Hftrea, tis my greatelt Pride, 
That in appearance for a while it dyd:- 
This ſeeming weakneſs proyes its birth was true; 


And that the noble flame was caus'd by you: 


*Twas in your abſence, that my Muſe lay dead f 
| But at the ſght of you lifts up its head: [ 
She wakes 4ſtrea's Graces to rehearſe, F 


And pay the tribute of a thankful veric; 


Sa 


| 
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$0 the Springs Fird, the Swallow's ſeen n& more 
When Winters ſtormy Blaſts begin to roar. 

But with the Springs return, ſhe ſings again 

And takes her nimble flight o're ev*ry Plain. 

Yet ths the Poets fire grew cold, my breaſt 
Retain'd oneflame, that cou'dnot be ſuppreft; 
A flame, that like the other did ariſe, 

And firſt was kindled by Aſftrea's Ey's. 

But, This no' Abſence can deſtroy, 'twill burn 
Th6 with deſpair oppreſt 'and ſure of no Return; 


bn ———_—_—_—__ 
— 


Tothe moſt accompliſht Heroick,, and intonts 
parable; the Lady Antonia. 


Madam , 


$ 


But nature has ſo frugally to moſt 
Diſpens'd her gifts, that few perfeCion boaſt, 


Our charming ſex, tis true,can only clainy 


By native right th? exalted Poets flame, 


Reauty for one ſhe thinks a Portion fit, 
Where Beauty failes ſhe makes amends with wit 


D But 


—_ DT CC OE eee 
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But where her niggard hand does neither grant, 


A generous ſoul ſupplys the double want. 


On all the reſt her favours ſingly fall, 


Antonia only has engroſt them all. 
Thus when my Muſe wou'd ſhew herſelf with Grace 


I bid her Copy from Antonia's face, 

And when with wit ſhe wou'd my verſe inſpire, 
Take from your Eyes the brisk enlivening fire. 

Or if ſhe wou'd preſent an Empreſs part, 

Than to conſult Artonia's generous heart, 

Oh / had Apelles, when he Venus drew 

And robb'd the Sex to make his Picture true, F 
Had the great 47tif? once Antonia ſeen, A 
Once view'd her Beauty and Heroick Meen, p. 
The whole ſex to his Aid he need not call R 
To glean the ſeveral charmes — F, 


Forin your Perſon he had found them all. 


(35) 


— 
——— 


Sent with Cowleys workes to Aſtrea. _ 


: He Gentle Cow/cy, in a mournful ſtrain, 

| Þ of Tnjurious fortune did complain. 
But thought not then, that our obliging times 
Wou'd recompence his unrewarded Rhimes z 

For now preſented at Afrea's feet 

His noble Muſe her full reward does meet : 


The Miſtreſs, whoſe bright charmes ſuch fk did 
C gains 
Was but a fair creation of his Brain. 


And nature griev'd; to ſee the Art of thought 

Exceed the fineſt Pieces, ſhe had wrought, 

Reſolv'd to try the beft her Power cou'd do, 
[Exprefling all his fancy'd charmes in you: 


vince then in you thoſe reall beauties live, 
That to thoſe Poems ſuch applauſe cou'd give, 
No wonder that I feel a flame for you, 


: 


xyond what Cowley e're deſcrib'd or knew, 
Da Think 


Think therefore, when his tender lines you ſee, 
Your felf the Miſtreſs, and the Lover me. 


To my Heart. 


WW 7 Hat ail'ſt thou, oh thou trembling thing. 
'To Pant and Languiſh in my Breaſt, 


| | Like Birds that fain WOu d try the callow wing 


And leave the Downy neſt? 
| Why. haſt thou, fl d.thyſ{clf with thought. 
=. Strange, new, fantaſtick as the Air ? 
Why to thy Peaceful:Empire haſt thou brought. 
That reſtleſs: Tyrant, Care? | 


Put oh alas, I ask in vain : | 


Thou anſwer*ſt nothing back again, 


But in loft ſighs Amirtor's name. 


_ 
a 


Oh thou betrayer of my liberty, 
Thou fond deceiver,what's the youth to thee ! | 
| What has he done, what has he faid 


That thus has conquer'd or betray'd > 
ay : : | e 
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He came and ſaw but *twas by ſach a light, | 


As ſcarce diſtinguiſht day from night 3 

Such asin thick-grown ſhades is found 

When here and there a' peircing Beam 
Scatters faint ſpangl'd Sun-ſhine on the ground. 
And caſts about a melancholy pledim, | 

But ſo obſcure I cou'd not ſee 

The charming Eyes that wounded thee, 

But they, like gems, by their own light 
Betray'd their value through the gloom of Niphe- 


[ felt thee heave at every look, 
And ſtop my Language as I ſpoke, 
| 1 felt thy Blood fly upward to my Face, 
While thou unguarded lay 
| Yeilding to every word, to every Grace, 
Fond to be made a prey. 
I left thee watching in my Eyes 
And liſtning 1n my Eare. 
; D 3 
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Diſcovering weakneſs in thy fighs 


Uneaſy with thy fear. 
Suffering Imagination to deceive, 
I found thee willing to believe, 
And with the treacherous ſhade conſpire, 
To let into thyſelf a dangerous fire. 


Ah fooliſh wanderer, fay, what woud ft thou da, 
If thou ſhou'dſt find at ſecond view, 
That all thou fancieſt now were true, 
If thou ſhow'dſt find by day thoſe charms, 
Which thus obſerv'd threaten undoing harms. | 


If thou ſhou'dſt find that awful meen, 
Not the etiects of firſt Addreſs, 
Nor of my converſation diſe{teem 
But noble native ſullenneſs ; 
it thou ſhouldſt find that ſoft gaod-natur'd yoyce 
( Unuſed to infolence and noile, ) 
Still thus adorn'd with modeſty. 


And 
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And his mirids virtues with his wit agree, 
Tell me, thou forward laviſh fool, 
What reaſon cou'd thy fate controul, 


Or ſave the ruin of thy Soal ? 


Ceaſe then to languiſh for the coming day, 
That may direct his wandering ſteys that way, 


When I again ſhall the loud form ſurvey. 


ec. 


DIALOGUE 


Thisks and Clarona, 
Thirſis. 

Ail, Clarona, clear as Morning 
H In 1ts brighteſt gay attire, 
Love and Beauties cheif adorning 

Miſtreſs of all ſoft defire 3 


Hall, Clarorz, Joy of Swains, 
Cnarmer of the Fields and Planes. 


D 4 Clarona. 


(49) 
Clarona. 


Thirſis, often have you crown'd me 


In the Shady Cyprus Grove, 


And your flowing fighs did wound me, 
When you wept and talk't of Love. 

And when for kiſſes you have ſtrove, 
Tho I cha'fr and thoI cry'd, 

With much ado you were deny'd. 

But, 7 hir/is, if you will be true, 

I can Love as well as you, 

Tho once I ſaid I wou'd deceive ye, 


Yet, my Th:r/is,dont believe me. 
Thirfis. 
Oh, Clirona, Joy attend thee 
All the Gods and powers defend thees 
Sweeter are thy: words, than Song, 


Melting Mulici's in thy Tongue. 


Chorus. 


C41) 


Chorus. 
Now we'll chant, we'll live and love. 


And welcome in the Spring. 
Our Pleaſures we will {ti]l improve, 
In every Thicket, .Shade and Grove, 
With Love and Mulicks trembling ſtring, 


i 


SON G. 
B Eneath a coo! ſhade,where ſome here have been, 


Convenient for Lovers,moft pleaſant and green ? 
Alexis and Cloris lay preſſing ſoft Flowers, 
With Kjſſung and Loving they paſt the dull hours. 
She cloſe in his Arms with her head on his breſt, 
Aud fainting with pleaſure you gueſs at the reſt 
9he bluſht and ſhe ſigh d with a Joy beyond meaſure, 
All raviſht with Billing and dying with Plecſure. 


Bt while thus in Tranſports extended they lay, 
A Hanſom young Shepherd w.:s paſſang that way ! 
She 
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She ſaw him and cry'd ---- oh Alexis, betray'd ! 


Oh what have you done ---- you have ruin'd a Maid : | 
But the Shepherd being modeſt diſcreetly paſt by, 
And feſt *em again at their leijure to dy. 

And often they Languiſh'd with Joy beyond meaſure, 
All Raviſht with Billing and dying with Pleaſure. 


—_— ” —— 


Strephon to his three Miftreſſes. 
S EE, fair 4ſzrea, what your charms can do, 


Y To make a Lover and a Poet two. 
Where yours and Gloriana's Powrful Beams 
With Beautijul E/iz2 are the Theams, 

The heavieſt fancy to a Height muſt ſoar, 
So eafle "tis to write when we adore. 

Each like a Planet (ingly and apart 

Can thro' the Soul your piercing fancy 5s dart ; 


How (trangely then muſt you affect the mind, 


Vhen thus in Glorious conſtellation joyn'd ? 


Ah! 
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Ah! too like Planets each her powr employs, 


Bright while ſhe wounds ; and ſhines while ſhe | 
| (deſtroys. 


Each is the dazling obje& of defire, 


But oh/ alike creates a hopeleſs fire. 


Aſtrea, alwaies Airy, Witty, Gay, 
As Nymphs that by Dzanz's fountain play, 
Againſt th' aſſaults of Love her heart maintains, 


And ne're regards the fighsof dying Swains, 


In vain I gaze on Gloriane's Eyes 
Already made another Shepherds prize. 
One truely happy Swain injoys 1ntire 


Thoſe precious charms for which the reſt Expire, 


And th&.Eliza's free, I'm wretched (till; 
_ For what availes the powr without the will. 
How ſtrange a fate ha's Love for me decreed, 


For oneI burn, and for other Bleed, 


Dy tar the third,and yet with none ſucceed. 


to 
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—_ ewes, — 
— ad poen _ 


To the Fam'd Antonia, 


on ber Dwellmg. 


#* 


{ bu Glory of the Age, beſt of thy kind, 
An Angels fabrick, and an Angels mind. 


Thou, whoſe Heroick vertues may atone 

For all the vice thy frailer ſex have ſhewn:s 
To more than common greatneſs thou wer't born 
No ſcanty Glories did thy fame adorn, 

Thy Soul all Man 3 ſoft Woman all thy Form. 
At once his Arms poſſeſs, who theejembrace, 

A Heroin V:us, and a Love-ſfick Mars. 

All that thy fex cou'd ever render fair 


All that fond man thinks worthy of his care, 


In thy bright Mind and Body center'd are, 
Some power Divine {i1:] dwells upon thy Tongue, 
And all thou ſpealſt 15 one Immortal Song 3 

| Angels 
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Angels and Gods of Lovedo liſtning it, - 
Charm'd with the Muſick. of thy: voyce and wit. 
A wit uncircumſcrib'd by femal rules, 

That nice, that dull, excuſe for ſilent Fooles. 

You never:ſpeak, but like the ſacred - Word 

It does a bleſling to mankind afford; [ 
Uſe and in{trution tis, that never fails, | 

A Rhetorick, that in ſpight of- force prevailes: 
Generous as nature, when firſt Spring ſhe bred, 
And o'ce the new-born World her Bounties ſhed; 
Like Heaven diſpenſing goodneſs all a round, 
And thy large Soul, like that, admits no bound. 
Oh hadſt thou liv'd in thoſe Illuſtrious days, 
When Rome did Statues to vaſt Merits raiſe, 
Thine in their Temples had Triumphant ſtood, 
And found an equal worſhip with ſome God. 
Fondly they now adore their Portia's name, 
Who for one ſingle wound atchiev'd ſuch fame, 
V/hen *twas but female cunning at the belt, 

To buy the ſecret from her Husbands breaſt. 

*T was 


*Twas Luſt of curioſity alone, 
Thy undefigning valor's all thy own. 
Born in thy mighty Soul, and lives and Reigns 
Scorning returns of mercenary gains. | 
Had'(t thou bin Portia, thou had 'ft farther gone; 
And not content the great defign thave known 
Had'ſt help't the Generous youth the deed to do, 
And *mongft the number fixt thy Dagger two; 
She but th* indulgent Wife expreſt alone, 


But thou much more the Wife and Friend had'(t 
| ( (ſhewn. 


And with a juſt diſdain of Tyrannie 

Affiſted in the noble Victory, 

On thy firm faith great Brut«s might rely, 

Who ſeeing him conquer'd cou'd as bravely dy : 
Let Rome adore recorded Portia's fame, 


While Britain boaſt's alone thy mightier na 


SONG. 
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SONG. on occaſion- 
LL Toy to mortals | Foy and mirth 


A Eternal Io's ſing, 

The Gods of Love deſcend to Earth 
{ heir Darts have loſt the ſting. 
The Iouth ſhall now complain uo more 

Oz Silvias zeedleſs ſcorn, 
But ſhe ſhall Lowe, if he Adore 3 
And melt when be ſhall Burn. 


The Nymph no longer ſhall be ſhy, 
But leave the gilting Road 3 
Ard Daphne now no more hall fly 
The wounded panting God | 
But all ſhall be ſerene and fair, 
No ſad complaints of Love 
Shall fill the gentle w.iſpering Air: 
No Eechoing (ighs the Grove. 
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Beneath the fhade's young Strephon lies, 
. Of all. his wiſh poſſeſs; 

Gazing on Silvia's charming Eyes, 
Whoſe Soul is there confeſs. 

All foft and ſweet the Maid appears, 
With looks that know no Art ; . 

And tho" ſhe ield with trembling fears, 
She yeilds with all her Heart, 
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—_— 


——  — 


0n an —— and undeſerving Mz fireſs, 
whom he cou'd not belp Lowing. 


Being a Paraphraſtical Tranſlation of Ovid's 
10% Elegie Lib. 3. Amorum. 

Have too long endur'd her guilty ſcorn, 

| was long her falſneſs my fond love has born: 

My freedom and my Wit at length I claim, 

Begon, baſe Paſhon! dy, unworthy flame ! 

My lifes ſole torment, and my honours ſtatn, 

Quit this tir*d heart and end my lingring pain. 

[ have reſolv'd to be myſelf once more 5 

Long baniſht reaſon to her rights reſtore. 


And throw off Loves Tyrannick ſway, that ſtill 
(incroching powr. 


My growing ſhame I ſce at laſt, ths late, 
And my paſt follies both deſpiſe and hate 3 
Hold out, my heart, nor let her Beauti's move, 


Be conſtantin thy Anger, as thy Love, 
E Thy 
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Thy preſent pains ſhall give thee future eaſe, 


As bitter Potions cure, thd they diſpleaſe. 

*Tis for this end, for freedom more aflur'd, 

I have fo long ſuch ſhameful pains endur'd, 
Like a ſcorn'd ſlave before her door I lay, 
And proud repulſes ſuffer'd every day. 
Without complayning, baniſhe from her ſight, 
On the cold ground [ ſpent the tedious night. 
While ſome glad Rivyal in het Arms did lye, 
Glutted with Love and ſurfeited with Joy. 
Thence have I ſeenthe tir'4 Adulterer come, 
Dragging a weak exhauſted Carkaſs home; 
And yet this curſe a blefling 1 eſteem, 
Compar'd to that of being ſeen by him ! 

By him deſcry'd attending in the fireet, 
May my Foes onely ſuch diſgraces meet. 
What toyl and time has this falſe Woman coſt, 


How muchrof unreturning Youth has for her fake 
( bin Joſt ? 


"ua 
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How long did I, where fatiey led or fate, 


Unthank'd, unminded, on her Rambles waitez 
Her ſteps, her looks, were ſtill by mine perſu'd, 


And watcli'd by jme, ſhe charm'd the gazing 
( crowd: | 


My diligent Love and oyer-fond deſire 
Has bin the nitans to kindle Others fire: 
What need I mention every little wrong, 

| Or curſe the ſofcnels of her ſoothing Tongue: 
The private love-figns that in publick paſs 
Between her and ſome common ſtaring Afs, 
The Coqutes Arts her faithleſs heart allows, 
Or tax her with a thouſand broken vowes. 
[ hear ſhe's fick and with wild haſte I run; 
Officious haſte, and viſit Importune. 
Entring, my Rival on her bed I ſee; 
The Polittque ſickneſs onely was to me; 
With this and more oft has my Love been try'd,. 
Some other Coxcomb tet her now provide; 


To bear her jilting and maintayn her pride. 


E 2 My 
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My batter'd Bark has reach'd the Port at laſt, 


Nor fears again the billows, it has paſt. 
Ceaſe your ſoft Oathsand that ſtill ready ſhowre, 


Thoſe once dear words have loſt their wonted 
| ( Power. 


In vain you flatter, am now no more 

That eaſy fool you found me heretofore. 

. Anger and Love a doubtful fight maintain, _ 
Each ſtrive by turns my ſtaggering heart to gain) 
But what can long againſt Loves Power contend? 
My Love] fear,will Conquer in theend. 

I'll do what e're Icanto hate you ſtill ; 

And if I Love, know *tis againſt my will. 

So the Bull hates the Plownians Yoke to wear, 
Yet what he hates his ſtubborn neck mult bear. 
Her Manners oft my indignation raiſe, 

But ſtreight her Beauty the ſhort ſtorm always. 
Her Life I loath, her Perſon I adore, 

Much I condemn her, but I Love her more : 
Both | 
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Both with her and without her, I'm in pain, 


And rage to loſe what I ſhou'd bluſh to gain, 


Uncertain yet at what my wiſhes aim : 

Loth to abandon Love, or part with Fame. 
That Angel-Form ill ſuits a Soul all fin, 
Ah! be leſs fair without, or more within. 
When thoſe ſoft (miles my yeilding powers invade, 
In vain I call her Vices to my Ayd. 

Thd now diſdaining the diſguiſe of Arr, 

In my eſteem her conduct claims no part, 

Her Face a natural right has to my heart. 

No crimes ſo black are to- deform her Eyes, 


Thoſe Clouds mult ſcatter when theſe Suns ſhall 
(riſe. 


Enough, fair Conquerour,the day's your own 3 
See at your feet Lov's Uanquiſh'd Rebel thrown. 
By thoſe dear Joys, Joys dear tho they are paſt, 


When in the kindeſt links of Love we held each 
C other faſt. 
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By the injur'd Gods, your falſe Qaths did profane, 


By all thoſe Beauties that inſpire diſdain, 

By that Lov'd face from the whole ſex eleq, 

To which I all my Vows and Pray'rs gire&, 

And equal with a Power divine reſpett, 

By every feature of a form fo fine, 

And by thoſe Eyes that charm and dazle mine, 

Spare from new triumph, cheriſh without Art 

This ever faithful, this too tender, heart. 

A heart, that was reſpeQtul while tt ſtrove, 

But yeilding is all blind impetuous Love, 

Live as you pleaſe, tormenz me as you will, 

Sti.1 are you fair, and ] muſt Loye you ſtill, 

Fhink only if with juſt and clement Reign, 

A ome ſubjet you wou'd chuſe to gain, 
Irag a Conquer'd Vaſſal in 4 chain. 

But to what ever condut you incline 

Do, ſuffer, be, what my woilt fears divine; 

FYcu are,you ought, you mul,you ſhall be Mine, 


Reaſon, 


J 


| 


} 
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Reaſon, for ever the vain ſtrife give ore, 
Thy cruel wiſdom I can bear no more; 
Let me indulge this one ſoft Paſltons rute, 


Curb vexing Sence, and bea happy fool. 


| | With ful-ſpread Sayls the tempting gale obey, 


| That down Loves-current drives me faſt away. 


F4 —_—___———— 
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On the Death of Mclantha. 


We all you Virgins, meet o're this ſad 
( Heatle, 
And you, great Goddeſs of Immortal Vetſe : 
Cone here a while and Mourn, 
Weave not with Roly Crowns your hnatr, 
Let tears be all rhe Gems you wear. 
And (hed them plentifully on this Urne, 
For 'tis Melantha, tis that lovely fair, 


That lys beneath this weeping Maible here. 


E 4 But 
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But wou'd you know ,why ſhe has took her flight 
Into the Boſom of eternal night, 
Before her Beauties ſcarce had ſhew'd their light, 
Hark, and lament her fate | 
As'the young God of Love one day 
Sate on a Rock at play, 
And wantonly let fly his darts 
Among the Nymphs and Shepherds hearts, 
Melantha by unhappy chance came by, 
Love jeſting cry'd, Ple make her prove | 
The Godhead, ſhe contemn'd, of Love. 
In-ſcorn ſhe bad him ſtrike and did his ſhaft defy, | 
While the Boy {}izhtly threw a dart 
To wound, but not deſtroy, her Heart, 
But greedy Death, fond of this Beauteous prey, 
Caught the ſwift Arrow as it flew, 
And adied tot his own ſtrength too, 
Which made ſo deep a wound, that, as ſhe lay, 
In {tlent fizhs ſhe breath'd her Soul away. 


Then 


(57) 


Then all the little Gods begun to Weep, 
Oh let your ſighs with theirs due meaſure keep ; 
For fair Melantha ſhe is dead. 
Her Beauteous Soul to Deaths dark Empire's fled. 
Flora, the Bounteous Goddeſs of the Plains, 
Whoin freſh Groves and ſweeteſt Meadowsraigns, 
Hearing the fair Mel/anthz dead, 
Brought all ker Odorous wealth to ſpread* 
Over the grave where ſhe was laid, | -* 
Then ſtraight the Infant Spring began to fade, ' 
And all the Fields where ſhe did keep, 
And fold her bleating Flocks of Sheep,. 
Their influenceloſt, with her fair Eyes, decayed 3 
For fair Melantha, by whoſe cruel pride 
So many ſad deſpairing Swains had dy*d, 
Felt Love at laſt, but death ſhe rather choſe 
Than own fhe Lov'd,or the hid flame diſcloſe, 


Speak, 
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Speak, Muſes, for you hold immortal ſtate 
With Gods and know the Myſteries of fate, 
You all what ever's paſt or preſent ſee, 

And read the unwritten Pages o're 

Of times great Chronicle before 


Events,and time, had writ what fate reſolv*d ſhou'd 
( be. 


Tell me, what Beauty is, whoſe force controuls 
Reaſon and Power, and over mankind rules : 
, Kings ſtoop to Beauty and the Crowns they wear 
Shine not with ſo much luſtre, as the fair. 
: Beauty a larger Empire do's command 
Than the great Monarch af the Seas and Land. 
She can the colde[t Anchoris inflame, 2. 
Cool Tyrants rage,and ſtroke their paſſions tame, 
She can Call youth to her forſaken ſeat ; 
In wither'd Veines,and give new life and heat. 
She can ſubdue the fierce,the proud,and (tror g, 


Give courage to the weak, the icarfu], and the 
—_ ( y OUDg- 
y ; Beauty, 
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Beauty, the only Deity, we know, 
With fear and aw we to her Altars go, 


And there qur pureſt zeal of Prayers, and vows, 
( beſtow, 


Sure then It onely fcenms to dy, | 

And when it |caves us,mounts above 

To the Eternal r.of of Jove, 
To bea Conſtellation and inrich the Sky, 

But ſhou'd I ſearch the ſpangled ſphear 

For Metamorphets Beauty there, 

Nothing of Helge» now is ſeen, 

Nor the fair E2yptian Queen : 
Or thou, whoſe Eyes were conſtellations here, 
Oh then thy fate we can't enough deplore 
With thee thy Reauty dy'd and 'tis no more, 
Then let us give Melantha's fate 'its dues 
Strew Cyprus on her Hearſe, and wreathsof Yew, 
For fair Melantha, poore M:laxtha's dead, 


Her ſighing Soul to deaths etergal Empire's fled. 


Ta 
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<—_— a—_— 
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To the 
NIGHTINGAL 
coming in: the Spring. 


To invite Cloe from the Tumults of the 


Town to the mnnocent retreat in the Country. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality in 1680. 


: Ittle Songſter, who dofſt bring 
i and Muſick to the Spring, 
Welcome to our grateful Swains, 
And the Nymphs, that grace the Plains, 
How tbe Youths thy abſence mourn ? 
What their Joy at thy return? 

For their mirth and ſports are done 
All the year that thou art gone, 

But at thy approach,their joys 

Take new date from thy dear voyce. 


Every 


(61) 
Every Shepherd chuſes then 
Some fair Nymph for Yalentipe. 
While the Maid with equal Love 
Do's the happy choyce approve : 
| Underneath ſome ſhade he ſits, 
Where ſoft ſilence Love' begets 
And in Artleſs ſighs he beares 
Untaught paſſton to her Eares, 

No deceit is in his Tongue, 
Nor ſhe fears, nor ſuffers wrong; 
But each others faith believe, 


And each hour their Loves revive. 


Often havel wiſht to be, 
Happy Damon, blelt as thee, 
Not that I for S:/vi4 pine, 
Silvia, who 1s onely thine, 
But that Cloe cannot be 


Kind.,as S7lvis 15 to thee: 
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Thou, dear Bird, whoſe voice may find 


Charms perhaps to make her kind, 
| Beara meſſage to her Breaſt, 


And make me happy as the reſt. 
[ London 7## the Plot: time.) 
In the Place where Tumult dwells, 


Treaſons Lurk, Ambition ſwells, 
Pride erects her. monſtrous head, 
And Perjury ſwears the guiltleſs, dead, 
Powr oppreſles, envy pines, 
Friends betray, and fraud deſigns. 
Fears and Jealouſie ſurpriſe 

Reſt and Number from our Eyes, | 
And where vice all Ill contains, 
And in gloomy glory reigns 3 
Where the Loyal, Brave aud Juſt 
Are victims to Phanatick Luſt, 
Where the noble Sr2ffords blood 
Calls from Heaven Revenge aloud. 


In this place there lives a Maid, 


Bright as nature ever male. 


 _ Farr 
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Fair beyond dull Beauties name 

Can expreſs her lovely' frame, 

In her charming Eyes reſide 

Love, diſdain, deſire, and pride. 

Such, we kno'y not which to call, 

But has the excellence of all. 

The firſt bluſhes of the Day 

Or the new-blown Roſe in May, 

Or the Rich Sidonzar 'dy 

Wrought for Eaſtern Majeſty, 

Is not gayer than the Red, 

Nature on her cheeks Þ.as ſpread. 

Her ſoft Lips ſtill feed new wiſhes 

Of a thouſand fancy'd kiſſes. 

Gently ſwelling, plump and round, 

With yourg ſmiles; and graces crown'dz 
Her rour.d Breaſts are whiter far 

Thar, the backs of Ermins are. 
Or the wanton Breaſt of Jove, 

When a Swan for Leds's Love: 
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Eyes that charm when ere they Dart; 


And never miſs the deſtin'd heart, 
Woud'ſt thou have me tell thee more, 
And deſcribe her Beauties o're ; | 

I perhaps might make a Rape 

On my Ideas naked ſhape, 4s 
Therefore fly, you'l quickly ſee 

By this Pifture which is Shee. 


Tell her the loud winds are Dumb,” | 
Winter's paſt and Spring i 1sTome, | | 
The delightful Spring / flint reigns 
Sweets and plenty o're the Plains. 


And with ſhady Garlands crown'd 
All the Woads and Groves around. AF 
If ſhe fee the wing'd Quire, 2, | 1 


Chuſle this ſeaſon to retire 
To the ſheiter of the Grove, 
'Tis by Inſtin&t (fay) of Love; 


(65) 
If ſhe ſeethe Herds and Flocks 
Wanton round the Meads and Rocks, 
Thus their wiſhing Males tu move, 
Tis the Inſtin&t ( fay,) of Love. 
If ſhe fee the Bull among. 
Crowds of Femals ſleek and young, 
Fight His Rival of the Drove, 
Tis by Inſtinct {ſay,) of Love, 
It ſhe ſee the blooming vines, 
In their ſeaſon, fold their twines 
Round the Oake that neer her grows, 
Say, *tis nature myxt their boughs: 
Then if Inſtin& theſe do move, 
We by reaſon ought to Love. 
Tell the faic one, every day 
Youth and Beauty ſteale away, 
And within a little ſpace 
Will deſtroy her charming face. 
| Every grace and ſmile, that lyes 
Languiſhing in»Lips and Eyes, 
F 
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Firſt hel make his prey, and then, 
Leave to Death, what do's remain. 
Who old Time do's only fend 

To begin what he muſt end. 

If ſhe ask, what hour and place, 
Where and when, Time wounds the face ? 
Say, it 1s not in the Night, 

Nor when Day renews her light. 

In the Morning, or at noon, 

Or at Evening when alone, 

Or when entertained at home, 

Or abroad this hour will come, 

But ſwift time is always by, 

Firſt to perfe&, then deſtroy. 

And in vain you ſeek a cure 

Since his wounds are every hour: 
Bid her view Arzrelia's brow, 

Naked of her Glories now, 

Yet ſhe once cou'd charm the throng, 


Conquering with her Eyes and t6ngue. 


Now, 
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Now, only*s left this weak relief, 
| ( To ſupport her years and grief, ) 
| When ſhe cou'd ſhe usd her prime 
Þ And enjoy'd the fruitis of time: 
And where ever ſhe proteſt 
Love, or hate, ſhe killd, or bleſt. 
| While the neighbouring Plains were filPd 
| With their names ſhe Lov'd and kill'd. 
{ Oh, when youth and Beautie's paſt, 
| That poor pleafure that do's laſt 
Is to think they were admir'd, 
And by every youth deſir'd, 
| While the Dotage of each Swain 
| She return'd with ſcorn again. 
Oh then let my Cloe know, 
| When her youth 1s faded fo, 
| And a race of Nymphs appears, 
Gay and ſprightly in their years, 
Proud and wanton in their Loves, 
While the Shepherds of the Groves 
*. 2 


Strive | 
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Strive with Preſents who ſhall ſhare 

Moſt the favors of the fair; 

And herſelf ſhe do's behold 

Like Aurelia now grown old, 

Sighing to herſelf ſhe'l ſay 

I was once ador'd, as they ! 

Yet with Pleaſure think, that ſhe 

Lov'd and was belov'd by me. 
Therefore bid her haſte and prove, 

While ſhe may, the joys of Love. 

I will lead her to a ſoyle 

Where perpetual Summers ſmile, 

Without Autumn which bereayes 

Faireſt Cedars of their leavesz 

Where ſhe ſhall behold the Meads 

Ever Green, the Groves with Shades : 

Laſting Flow rs the banks ſhall wear, 

And Birds ſhall warble all the year, 


Where the ruſtick ſwain do's ow 


Nothing to the Spade-and Plow. 
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| For their Harveſt, natures care 

| Withour toyle relieves 'em there, 
And no differing ſeaſons bring 

| Changes to the conſtant Spring. 

| In the Morn ſhe ſhall awake 

With the noyſe the Shepherds make, 
Cheering, with the Ecchoing ſounds 

| Of their Horns, the eager Hounds, 

| 'Nymphs, as well as Shepherds too 

| Intheſe Groves the chaſe perſue, 

| While at their backs their flowing hair 
| Looſely wantons 1n the Air 3 
Guilded Quivers on their thighs, 

| With Darts leſs fatal than their Eyes, 
Each the others (loth do's blame, 

| While they ſeek the Hart for game. 
Who, poor Fool, his Feet employs 

| And thr'ow Woad: and dales he flys. 
Over plains and Rivers bounds, 

| And out-flies the Winds and Hounds. 
F 3 
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When perhaps ſome Nymph, whoſe Eyes 
Makes both men and Beaſt her Prize, 


Swifter than Camilla's pace 


Soon o'retakes the winged race, 

And with one bright Glance ſhe wounds, 
And his fancy'd hope confounds. 

Who, refleQing his taint Eyes 


On her Face, with pleaſure-dy's. 


Ln 


When the {ports are done, they reſt ; 
Underneath ſome ſhade, and feaſt : 
On ſweet Beds of Violets crown'd 
With ſweet Roſes en the grouud. 
Where they Gurlands weave and Poſes 
Oi Green Mirtle, Pinks and Roſes : 
For vhich grace the raviſht 'Swains 
Pay fott kiſſes for their Pains. 
Thus they Dally till the Light 
Falls behind the Scene of Nighg. 
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A PasToRAL 


On the Marriaze of the right Honourable 
the Earle of "Olfery to the Lady Mary 
Somerſet. 


Ta a Diahewe between Damon and Menal- 
cas, written by Mr. Edmond Arwaker. 
: M. A. 


x 
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Sare his Laurinda now to ſmile begins, 


Or his full Ews increaſe his Flocks with twins. 


$4 
Po 
be] 

HE) 


INE CRANES ntl 8 or en be ek. : 
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Damon. 


Hat mighty Joy afte&ts Menalca's breaſt, 
Who's Extaſie is in his face exprelt ? 


D Men. 
” Lauriada's frowns or ſmiles are now defpis'd, 


Far leſs her favors than this bliſs are pris'd. 
Andall my Ews henceforth may barren be, 


'Tis wealth enough this happy day to ſee. 


F 4 Dam. 


| Dim. 
What has this day produc'd to make it bleſt ? 


Mes. 
Joy too tranſporting to be well expreft ! 


Joys which to Damon ſhould not be unknown, 


| Since they concern the lovely Celladon. 


Dam. | 
The lovely Celladon | ah courteous [wain ! 


Repeat and bleſs me with that name again ! 

Say, what new Triumph, what deſerv'd ſucceſs, 

Do the large volume of his fame encreaſe : 

Has he at wraſtling purchas't more Renown 

Or won ſome other Race and weares the Crown ! 
Den. 

He has, and juſtly, won a Nobler Prize, 

The Dazling Toy of all beholders Eyes, 


For what can Heav'n inlarge to him beſide, 


Now th2 admird Cl/orizd a is his bride, 
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Dam. 
Clorinda, his? then for this happy day 


A ſacrifice of ſix choyce Lambs Ple pay, 
That Ewe with twins ſhall recompence thy news, 
Or, cull my Flocks, and, whatthou fancyeſt,chuſe, 
I'm ſo o're joy'd that ſhould'ſt thou take'em al], 
I {t:]] ſhall think it a reward too ſmall. 


| Mem. 
The Gods do merit ſacrifice, *ws true, 


But the bright pair deſerve an offering too 3 
To them we'll now an humble Tribute bring: 


C/orinda you, I Cell:don will ſing. 


Dam. 
"Tis well propos'd, and now the Song begin. 


Men. 
Then rouſe, my Muſe, and let thy ſubject be 
Gay, ſoft, and fair, yet lofty too as he; 
To Cellad:n thy verlſe:is juſily due, 
Thou learn'd thy Art, whence his tirit Honous 
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From his great Anceſtors magnificence, 

And ow'ſt thy growth to that bleſt influence : 
Then what that gave, thou muſt return again, 
And to his ſervice conſecrate thy pen. 

Young Celladoz, the glory of our Plains, 

Joy of the Nymphs and envy of the Swains; 
Whoſe charming voyce each melting paſſion moves 
As gentle Zephyrs bend the yeilding Groves. 
To him the Nymphs their eaſy hearts reſign, 
For him deſpairing Shepherdeſles pine. 

Serene his face, as a rejoycing sky, 


And Glorious, as a riſing Sun, his Eye. 


Dax. 
Sweet,as a blooming Spring, Clorinda's face, 


More ſooth and clear than her own chryſtal Glals ; 
For her with folded Armes and heads hung low| 
The hopeleſs Shepherds vent their reltleſs woe; | 
While o're the Plains their flocks neglected ſtray, 


As 1n loves maze themſelves have loſt the way. 


But 


wh 


Y 


— 


at 
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But ſhe do's all for Celialor deſpiſe, 

And at his heart aloe, the nobleſt Prize, 

She darts the poyrtzd Glories of her Eyes. 
Mem. 

The God of Love had not another Dart, 

Able to peirce the wondrous Shepherds heart. 

Had healone attack'r th' Heroick Swain 

The mighty Conqueror had been captive tane, 

For Cellador inur'd to wars -Alarms 

And, tho all peaceful, takes delight in Arms, + 

Beſt pleas?d when moſt expos'd, with noble heat 

Hedanger ſecksand dares the hand of Fate. 

Once he perſud it to a foreign ſhore, 

Where his great Fathers name was fear'd before, 

| | France, 

But ai] the damage by that terror done 

Has ample reparation from the Son : 

The favor, they from his Acceſs receiv'd, 


Aton'd for routed Troops and Towns releiv'd. 
Mozts, 


Not 


Co 


Not only glory did engage his Sword, 

Duty unſheath'd it too to ſerye his Lord. 

When bold Rebellion did the Throne invade 

| | With broken faith, and fortune for 'its aid. 

| | The Weſtern War. 
With early zeal the Shepherd did appear ; 


His valor now had found ?*its proper ſphear: 
Call'd to the Battle by theſe loud Alarms. 
He broke away even from Clrindas Armes, 
Death, in the Royal cauſe had more, than Beauty 
( charms, 
Da. 
He left Clorinda's Armes but not her heart, 
|  Thereke was ſti], nor thence cou'd ever part: 
| That, to the bloody field marcht bravely out, 
| And there with pious prayers and wiſhes fought. 
While ſhe at home was never free from fear, 
For the rich venture ſhe had truſted theres 


Yet hop't him ſafe in her great Fathers care. 


Nor 


97] 


Nor could ſhe juſtly any danger dread 
For him who fought along with Diomed: 


Duke of Beaufort. 
| Eternal Laurels Crown that happy name, 


| The dear, the ſweet, the noble theme of fame 3 


| To all his proofes of Loyalty before 
The glorious Hero ſtill is adding more: 
| Firmeto his Prince and faithful to his truſt 
And daring to be hazardouſly juſt: 
Profuſe of Life in his great Maſters cauſe, 
| And better pleas'd with ſervice than applauſe. 
Some happy Muſe, worthy a Theme ſo great, 
In lofty ſtrains thy fame ſhall celebrate. 
Whoſe noble blood, which no corruption ſtains, 


Gives the rich Tin&ure to Clorizda's veines. 


Men. 
While Diomede with Armes proteQtsthe Throne, 


Nefior with Councel do's ſupport the Crownz 
Duke of Ormond, 


Neſtor 
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Neſtor, no leſs couragious ſtill than wiſe, 
And able once to att as to adviſe. 


Neftor, the partner of his Maſter's fate, 

Did all his injuries participate, 

When uſurpation baniſht him the Throne, 
Neſtor indur'd not he ſhou'd go alone, 
His Kingdom loſt, and loyal ſubjects few, 
Himſclf a King in Neſtors heart he knew; 
The Monarchy for which he was defign'd 
Was there preſerv*d as thither *twas confin'd. 
Nor were his limits ſcant, for his large ſoul 
Has *its unbounded ſphear above the pole. 
One ſubje& of ſuch vaſt Magnificence 
Might make at any time a Glorious Prince. 
But time ſits heavy on his ſhoulders now, 
And his declining head begins to bow 3 

Yet (hill fo gracefully he treads the (tage, 

He makes th' admiring World in love with age, 
Long may he cauſe their wonder and delight, 


Long be his day and far remote his night, 


The 


(79) 
The night, when he to us ſhall diſappear, 
Call'd henceto gild ſome other Hemiſphear. 


Excellent Prince ! in whom the World do's ſee 


A Species of untainted Loyalty. 

May Heav'n indulge our wiſhes long in thee, 
But if the fates deny this bliG to give, 

The Phznix will in Cellados revive : 

To himour Homage we muſt then transfer, 
As much thy virtues,. as thy fortunes, Heir. 


. Dam. 
See , Swain, the Sun exalts his ſhining head, 


Brisk as a Bridegroom from Axrora's Bed, 
While, like a bluſhing Bride, the dawning morn 
Do's in her Gay attire herſelf adorn. 

- ”Tistime the lovely pair, like them, ſhou'd rife, 
And we their preſence want to bleſs our Eyes3 
The expetting World 'its patience has qutſtay'd, 
Lets haſt and wake 'em with a ferinade, 
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A Song. 
 H! Blame me not, if no deſpair, 
A A paſſion you inſpire, can end. ( 
Nor think it ſtrayge, too charming fair, 

If Love, like other flames, aſcend. \ 
If to approach a Saint with Prayer , 
 Unworthy wotarys pretend, f 
Above all merit Heaven and you F 
To the Sintere only are dues 1 

I 


Long did reſpec awe my proud aint 

And fear t' offend the madneſs cover, 
Like you it ſtill reproves my flante 

And in the friend wou'd hide the Lover. 
But by things that want a name 
* [ the too bold truth diſcover. 


My words in vain are in my pow'r 
” 


My looks betray me every hour. 
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A PasTortais 


0n the Death of His late Majeſty written by 
Mr. Otway. - 


Hat horrors this that dwells upon the 


( Plain, 
And thus diſturbs the Shepherds peaceful Reign? 


A diſmal ſound breaks thro” the yeilding air 
Forewarning us ſomedreadful ſtorm is neer, 
The bleating flocks in wild confulion ſtray 
The early Larks forſake their wandring way 


And ceaſe to welcome in the new-born day. 


Each Nymph poſſeſt with a diſtracted fear 
Diſorder*'d hangs her looſe dithevell'd hair, 
Diſeaſes with her ſtrong convulitons reign, 
\nd deities not known before to pain 

\re now with ApopleCtick ſeizures {lain : 


ence flow our ſorrows, hence increaſe our fears 


Lach humble plant do's drop her ſilver tears. 
G te 


( 32) 


Ye tender Lambs ſtray not ſo faſt away, 


To weep and mourn let us together ſtay, 
Ore all the univerſe let it be ſpread 

That now the Shepherd ofthe flock 1s dead. 
The Royal Pan,that ſhepherd of the ſheep, 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep, 


Is gone, ah gone, neretoreturn from deaths Eter- 
( nal ſleep, 


Begin, Damela, let thy numbers fly 

Aloft, where the ſafe milkey way does ly, 
1op'ſus who Daphnis to the Stars did ſing 
Shall joyn with you and hither waft our King. 
Play gently on your Reeds a mournful ſtrain 
And tell in notes thro? all th' Arcadian Plain 
The Royal Pan, the Shepherd of the ſheep 
He who to leave his Flock did dying weep 


Is gone : ! is gone,ne're to return from death's eter- 
( nal ſleep. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 
O- more will 1 my Paſſion hide 


When long deſpair a heart has try'd 


Tho too preſuming it appear, 

k : What other torment can it fear & - 
Unlov'd of her I would not live 
Nor dy till ſhe the ſentence give. 


Why ſhowd the fair ofended be 
| Tf vertue charm in Beauty's dreſs: 
1f where ſo much divine I ſee 
My open vows the Sint confeſs. 


Awak'd- by wonders in her Fyes 
My former l[dols I deſpiſe, 


Ko 


D, | 


Strephon's 
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———— — 
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Strephons complaint baniſht from Sacariſa. 


O W long {hall I thus live condemn'd to 
j=1 ( mourn 


In vain my $4cariſa's cruel ſcorn ? 

For ever let theſe Eyes be ſhut tolight, 

Since thebright Nymph hasrobb'd me of her ſight 
All other objects dull and uſeleſs grow 

No more their wonted form of colour ſhew. 
In glooming ſhades may I for ever live 

Sad as my ſorrows, ſilent as my grave. 

Since Sacariſa's Eyes withdraw their light 
Darkneſs to me is Day, the Morning Night. 
No more the Sun,the Worlds majeſtick Eye, 
Shall dart his goiden Beams thro th' Azure Sky: 
Let ſullen carkneſs on the Earth difplay 

His ſable wings t' clips the hated day 


As when in Chaos, uncreated night 


Sat Brooding on the ſeeds of Infant-light, 


And 
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And no kind Beams did on the ſurface play 


Till the Sun roſe and made a perfect day 
So till my Nymph brings back her ſparkling light 
Darkneſs to me is Day, the Worning Night. 


—— 


An Elegie written by Mr. W. O. 


Damon, and Thirſs. 


Dam. 
Elcome, dear Thir/s far above, 


The ſweeteſt Emphatis of Love. 
More welcome than the faireſt Dame 
That ever croſt this awful Plain, 
With all her tender Virgin Train, 

Thirs, 

| thank thee, Shepherd, for thy Love, 
But how canſt thou ſo ſoon rewovye 
The Paſtion which tarag?d thy breſt, 
And kept thy better part from reſi? 


CG 3 
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Dam. 
- Believe me, Thirſis, for tis true 


They. that Love long are very few, 
I pip'd, I ſung, I liv'd in pain, 
In hope the Shepherdeſs to gain 3 
Now vain my ſute, in vain I cry, 
I ſigh in vain, unhappy me, 
Condemn'd to ſuch a Deſtinie 
Only to {ce the once lov'd Deitie. 

7 hirs. 
Tell me, Damor, prithee do, 
Who's this Nymph that grieves thee lo, 
By great Pan's all facred name 


The wildelt heart for thee ile tame: 


Dam. 
On my friend ! ſhe's gone too far, 


Tonou can't not reach the charming fair : 


Sc's fled into the wiſht for place, 


[To cox , - D * 
\Where Love is ated o're in every grace. 
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Thirs. 
Whats her name? I can't contain, 

My blood runs ſwift in every vine. 

| Ple ravage allthe Woods and Groves, 
Th' intreguing Court for billing Lov's: 
No pains nor toyle for thee Fle ſpare, 


Come--- let me know the cruel fair. 


FS Dam. 
Phillis, the Glory of our llle, 


Who charm'd my Soul with every ſmile, 
Ah ſhee! the lovely torturing maid 
H'as now my heart, my all, betray'd ; 
And my adoring Love with ſcorn repaid. 
Unhappy ſwain/ dejected and forlorn, 
Ah me! how ſadly am I left alone, 

To envy thoſe Tranſporting charms 


She yeilds up to my happy Rivals Armes. 
7 hirs, 


lle go 
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Dam. 
Stay, Shepherd, tis in vain to try 


To diſappoint the Nuprial tye. 

No, no, ſhes gone to make my Riyal bleſt, 
And left her Image only in my brelk, 
Hence forth in Lovers tales let it be ſaid, 
That thy poor friend,thy Damn, dy'd a maid. 
While no one part of me remains with her, 


But conſtant wiſhes and this huchble Pray'r. 


Faireft of Nymphs 
May all your Glorys, like the youthful Sun, 
Bear e fo:th and in their pure't luſtre Burn, 
May ail your days be as a day of blils, 

Ant all your ſorrows cloſe till with a ki ; 
Happy the God, that ſuccor'd your deſire, 
And let the Hymenean Lamp on fire : 

May he,in whole bleſt Armes you {Jumbring ly, 
Be ſeniible of the vaſt envyed Joy, 

While I who loſt you lay me down and dy. 
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APINDARICK 


To Mrs. Behn on her Poem on the Coronation. 
W. ritten by a Lady. 


Ail, thou fole Empreſs of the Land of | 
( wit, 


To whom all conquer'd Authors muſt ſubmit, 
And at thy feet their fading Laurels lay, 

— The utmoſt tribute that a Muſe can pay, 

To thy unlabour'd Song oth Coronation day. 
Theſubje&t was Divine we all confels, 
Nor was that flame, thy mighty fancy, les. 


That cloth*d thy thought in ſuch a pleafing 
( drels, 


As did at once a Maſculine wit exprels, 


And all the ſoftneſs of a Femal tendernels. 
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No more ſhall men their fancy'd Empire hold, 
Since thou Aſtrea form'd of finer mould, 
By nature temper'd more with humid cold, 

Doth man excel 
Not in ſoft ſtrokes alone, - but even in the bold, 
And as thy purer Blood, 
Thro more tranſparent veſlels is convey'd 

Thy ſpirits more fine and ſubtil do thy brain invade. 
And nimbler come uncalld unto thy aide 
So the gay thought ,—— | 
Which thy ſtill flowing fancy does inſpire 
New,uncontrouPd,and warm, as young deſire, 
Have more of kindling heat and fiercer fire; 
Not to be reach't, or prays'd, unleſs by ſuch 
As the ſame happy temperament poſlels; 


Since none with equal numbers can reward thy 
( Lays, 


May the juſt Monarch, which you praile, 
Daine to acknowledg this, 
Not 
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Not with a ſhort applauſe of crackling Bays 
But a return that may revivethy days 5 
And thy well-meaning grateful loyal Muſe 
Cheriſht by that bleſt theam its zeale did chule. 
Maiſt thou be bleſt with ſuch a Fweet recreat, 
That with contempt thou mait behold the great; > 
Such as the mighty Cowlys well-known ſeat. 
Whoſe lofty Elms I wou'd haveall thy own, 
And injthe mid'(t a ſpacious ſhady Throne, 
Rais'd on a Mount that ſhou'd Parnaſſus be, 
And every Muſe included all in thee, 
On whoſe coole top alone thoy ſhoud'lt diſpenſe 
The Laws of Wit, Love,Loyalty and Senſe: 
The new Arcadi: ſhou'd the Grove be nam'd 


And forthe guift our grateful Monarch fam'd. 


Amidſt the ſhade, I'd wiſh a well built Houle, 
Like S7dzeys Noble Kalendar ſhou'd ſtand, 
Raiſing its head and all the reſt command, 


Its out-{ide gay, its inſide clean and neat 


With all of lifes convenichcies replete, 


Where 
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Where all the Elements at once conſpire 
To give what mans neceſliities require, 


Rich ſoyle, pure Aire, ſtreams coole, and uſeful 
( fire. 


The fertil ſpot with pleaſure ſhou'd abound 


And with Elizizm-Spring be ever crown'd. 


When thou thy mind unbend'ſt from thoughtful 
( hours, 


Then ſhou'dſt thou be refreſht with Fruits and 
( Flowrs, 


| The Gods and Nymphs of Woodsand Springs 

Shall Dance 1n Antique Rural Rings : 
While ſcaly Trytons and grim Satyrs play 
Such Tunes, as Birds compole,to welcome day. 
Till the glad noyſe to diſtant ſhores reſound y 
And fiying Birds joyn in th* Harmonious ſound. { 
Which liſtning Echo's catch at the rebound. 
Here without toyle, or pining want perplext 
Thy Body eaſy and thy mind at reſt, 

With all Lifes valud pleaſures bleſt, 


Thy 
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Thy largeſt wiſhes ſtill thou ſhoud'ſt enjoy 


Inviron'd with delights that ne're can cloy. 


Accept, thou much lov'd Sappho of our Iſle, 
This hearty wiſh, and grace it with a ſmile, 
 Whenthouſhalt know that thy Harmonious Lire 
Did me,the meaneſt of thy ſex,inſpire. 
And that thy own unimitable lays 
Are caule alone that I attempt thy praile. 
Which in unequal meaſure I rehearſe 

| Becauſe unskill'd in numbers Grace, or Verſes —_ 
Great Pindars flights are fit alone for thee, 
The witty Horace's Iambicks be ' 
Like Virgils lofty ſtrains,alas too hard for me. 
And if enough this do not plead excuſe, 
Pity the failings of a Virgin Mule, 
That never in this kind before efiaid, 
Her Muſe till now was, like her ſelf, a Maid. 
Whoſe Blooming labours thus ſhe dedicates toyou, 


A Tribute juſtly to your merits due 3 


At 


( 94) 


At leaſt her part of gratitude to pay 
For that belt Song o'th* Coronation:day. 


How bad wou'd the Ill-natur'd World requite 


Thy noble labqurs if they do not write, 
Who have, perhaps, been happy in this kind 


To own thou'ſt now out-done al: that they e're 
( deligi'd. 


Sure none-with-malice e're was ſo accarlſt, 

This to deny but will with envy burſt, 

Since even thy own more envious ſex agree 
The glorious theam had right alone from thee ; 
The femal Writers thou haſt all excell'd, 


Since the firſt mother of mankind rebell'd. 
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To Mr. Wolſeley on his Preface to Valen- 
tinian. | 


By p Lady of Onality. 


i O you, the generous task belongs alone 


To clear the 1njur'd and inſtru the 
(Town: 


Where, but in you is found a mind ſo brave 

* To ſtretch the bounds of Love beyond the grave? 

Anger may laſt, but friendſhips quickly dy, 

For anx1ous thoughts are longer-liv*d than joy. 

Yet thoſe, whom aGtive fancies have miſled 

So far as to aſſault the mighty dead 3 

Now, taught by your reproofes a noble ſhame, 

Will ſtrive by ſurer ways to raiſe their fame. 
Burt from our ſex what praiſe do you deſerve? 

We by your help may all our rights preſerve, 

While others rob the Deities they ſerve, 
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For never ſacriledge cou'd greater be 


Than to (teal Honour from a Deitie. 


| Such are the paths to fame,in which you tread, 


You bafle envy, while you nobly aide 


The helpleſs living and more helpleſs dead. 


Mr. Wolſely's Anſwer to the forgoing Copy. 


Wy: ſoariog high above Orizda's flights, 
Equal to Sappho fam'd Qrazia writes 
And feareleis of an Hoſt of .byaſt men 


In my defence draws her all-conquering pen. 


While forcing every caviller to ſubmit, 


Her approbation ſtamps my quelſtion'd wit. 


And a new way, by all the Nine infſpir'd, 
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Commending mine ſhe makes her own admir'd. 


While that kind Balme's reſtoring virtue cures 


The Criticks bite and laſting life aſſyres. 


Delight 
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Delight extream rewatding all my pain, 

Spirits try gehius and improves my vein. 

A uſeful pride the unhop'd Honour brings, 

Like that which from a ſenſe of virtue ſprinpe, 

While thr6 her Sexes finer mould ſhe pours 

"Thoughts of the ſubſtance and the ſtrength of ours. 

And in har dtaughts, grac'd with a ſweeter Air, 

The Poet botrows ſoftneſs from the fair : 

While with a wit that does the Age ſurpriſe, 

Juſt as her heart and powerful as her Eyes, 

My Panegyrick's fame ſhe do's intend, 

Her eafyer turn inſtructs me how to mend, 

Her ſtill-freſh flights inriching every Theam 

How equal, hke a ſmooth untroubl'd ſtream, 

Whoſe cheerful cutrent, without tides is ſtrong 
And thro green Meadows purhing glides along. 


How rare is praiſe in fitting words expreſt 
With judgmentheighten'd and with skill addreſt 


Thoſe who deſerve it moſt can give it beſt. 


H How 


(98) 


How flat and taſtleſs is a fool*s applauſe, 
Whoſe want of knowledge do's his wonder cauſe? 
More faulſom is the fawning of a knave 

Whoſe narrow mind his little ends enſlave: 
Whoſe Pen for ever fearand int*reſt guide 


Whom each his ſtage which like contemning 
| | ( Pride 
All wealthy fops and proſperous villains rides 


| Who can tonone but fortune faithful be, 
Falſe to deſert , and Proſtitute as ſhe. 
But juſt 'Urarj2 , truth and virtues friend, 


Quick to diſcern, and ſparing to commend, 


Whom in-born worth above mean aimes does raiſe 
Cannomore give thanneed ſuch hackney Bays. 
Her mind to Earth, wits rightful Soveraiga came, 
By Heaven inſtructed to diſtribute fame 

What Stoick ſoul has temper to refuſe 

Th uncommon favors of ſo chaſt a Muſe? 
While her ſoft ſtrata, in which no toyl appears, 
With divine Muſick bribes our raviſht eares. 


AndjH 
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And her wit varying a thouſand ways 


With that ſtrong Philtre baits her powrful praiſe, 
Her flowing lines ſuch $skilful meaſures bound,” 
The ſenſe is not more charming than the ſound : 

j So does her verſe in words well-plac'd and choſe 
Her rich Invention's beauteous ſtore diſcloſe. 

As calm Favonins with his gentle wing 

Opens the Flowers and ſpreads the ſweets of ſpring. 
When ſtopt by Trees,chance into arbour weaves 


His murmuring voyce, ſome Lovers care 


C_ 
| And breathing Roſes whiſtles thro the leaves 


When thus like Her's which no rich Rogue can 
E, (ſhare 


Praiſe comes both from the knowing and ſincere, 
Juſt is the pride, as the delight is rare. 
Like Hope, it flatters 3 like Ambition,warmsz 

. JAnd like a Lovers happy moment, charms. 
When firſt to caſe the long unpitied ſwain 


id I His cruel fair confeſſes equal pain, 


H 2 


When 


( 100 ) 


When firſt he ſees within her kindling Eyes 
A guilty care and Baſhful ſweetneſs riſe. 


Oft when perplext with timorous doubts unreſt, 


I read her praiſe in which my Mule is dreſt 


With all the grace and all the power of Poetry\ 
(expreſt. 


Raptures ſo ftrong my happier thoughts employ, | 
As pain perception, and oppreſs with Joy. 
The rich Ragouſt, wit's too profuſe expence, 
A flavor gives that conquers human ſenſe ; 


A taſt too high for weak man to digeſt, 


Ambroſia 'tis, on which Immortals feaſt, 
The Fruit of life's fair Tree to Martyrs given 


When fin'd from fleſh and purg'd of Earths dull 
( Leaven 


Their frames can bear the Luxury of Heaven: 


Ceale Ezgland, thy late lofs fo high to rate, 
Here learn thy mighty ſorrow to abate, 


[ ate, 
By her inſtcuQtive gentle ſong half reconcild to 


Your 
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Your tender moan , you tuneful Nine give ore, 

Lament your, darling Biow's death no more. 

In her lov'd Lays his better part ſurvives, 

0 He dyesnot all, while foft Oran lives. 

( Her Heavenhas warm'd, with the ſame pleaſing fites jr -_ 
In her like noble blood, like noble thoughts inſpires. =. 

Y, | His periſhing goods to others-let him leave, 

To Her his deathleſs Pen he did bequeavez 

And if my humble Muſe, whoſe luckleſs ſtrain 

Was us'd alone of Beauty to complain 


And fing in melanchol] y notes love's unregardedY 
( pain, 
Rais'd by that theme, above her uſual height 


Cou'd clear his fame, or do his virtue right, 


TT IT 


{ | How well do's ſhe the trifling debt acquit, 
She whoſe reſembling Genius ſhews her fic 
To be his ſole E xecutrix in wit, 


Ra 


— 


On the. Honourable Sir Francis Fane, on hit 


Play call'd the Sacrifice, . by Mrs. A. B, 


7 t ng have our Prieſts condemn” F a wicked. 
1 — ( Age,/ 


And every little criticks ſenſleſs rage 
Damn'd a forſaken felf-declining ſtage: 
Great ' tis confeſt and. many are our crimes, 
And no leſs profligate the vitious times, 


Hut yet no wonder both prevail ſo jll,. 
The-1 Poets fury and the Preachers Skill; 
V/hilezto 'the World it is fo plainly. known 


They blame our faults,withgreatones of their own, 


Fet ihcjr. dull Pens flow withiunlearned ſpight 


And weakly cenſure what the skilful write; 


You, learned Sir, a nobler paſſion ſhew, 


Cur. belt of rules and beſt example too. 


Precepts and grave initructions dully move, 


The brave Performer better do's improve, 


Verlſt 
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Ver'ſt in the trueſt Satyr you: excel 

And ſhew how ill we write by writing well. 

This noble Piece which well deſerves your name 
I read with pleaſure thd Lread with ſhame, 

The tender Lautels which my brows had dreſt 


Flag, like young Flowers, with too much heat 
( opprelſt. 


The generqus fire 1 felt in every line 

Shew'd me the cold, the feeble, force of mine. 
Henceforth I'le you for, imitation chuſe 
Your nobler fights will wing my Callow Muſes 

So the young Eagle is inform'd to fly 

By ſeeing the Monarch Bird aſcend the sky. 

And tho with leſs ſucceſs her ſtrength ſhe! try, 
Spreads her ſoft plumes and his vaſt tracks perſyes 


Tho far above the towring Prince ſhe views" 
High as ſhecanſhe'll bear your deathleſs fame, 
And make my ſong Immortal by your name. 
But where the work is ſo Divinely wrought, 
The rulesfo juſt and ſo ſublime each thought, 


H 4 When 
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When with fo ftrift an Art your ſcenes are phc'd 
With wit ſo new, and ſo uncommon, grac'd, 


In vain,alas/ F ſhou'd attempt to tell 


Where, orin what, your Muſe do's moſt WY 
Each charaGter performs its noble part, 
And ſtamps its Image on the Readers heart. 


In Tamerlan you a true Hero dreſt, 

A generous conflict wars within his breaſt, 

This there the mightyeſt paſſions you have ſhew'd 
| By turns confeſt the Mortal and the God. - 
When e&'re his ſteps approach the haughty fair 

He bows indeed but like a Conqueror, 
Compeli'd to Love yet ſcorns his ſervial chain, 
In ſpight of all you make the Monarch reign. 


But who without reſiſtleſs tears can ſee 


The bright, the innocent, Irere die: | 


Axalla's life a noble ranſom paid, 


In vain to ſave the much-lov'd charming maid, 


Nought ſurely cou'd but your own flame inſpire 


Your happy Muſe to reach ſo ſoft a fire. 


Yet 
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Yet with what Art you turn the pow'rful fiream 
When trecherons Ragallzas is the theam: 
You mix our different paſſions with ſuch $kill, 
We feel *em all and all with pleaſure feel. 

We love the milehief, th6 the harms we grieve, | 
And forhis wit the villain we forgive. 


In your .Deſpiza all thoſe paſſions meet, 
Which womans frailties perfetly compleat. 
Prideand Reyenge, Ambition, Love and Rage, 
At once her wilful haughty Soul engages 

And while her rigid Honour we eſteem, 
The dire effects as juſtly muſt condemn. 

' She ſhews a virtue fo ſeverely nice 

As has betray'd it to a pitch of vice. 

All which confeſs a God-like pow'r in you 
Who cou'd form woman to herlſelt ſo true. 


Live, mighty Sir, to reconcile the Age 
To the fuft glaries of the uſctul Stage. 
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'Tis you her rifl'd Empire may reſtore 
And give her power ſhe ne're cou'd boaſt before. 


—OuA 


— ——— 
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Cato's Anſwer to Labienus, when he ' ad- 
wvisd him to conſult the Oracle of Jupiter 
Ammon. : þ- 


Being a Paraphraſtical Tranſlation of part of 
the 9th Bookof Lucan, beginning art 


—— Quid quart, Labiene, Tubes, 8c: 


wW Hat ſhou'd I ask my friend, which beſt 
| ( wou'd be 


To live inſlav'd, or thus in Armes die free ? 


If any force can Honour's price abate? 

Or virtue bow beneath the blows of fate? 
If fortunes threats a ſteady Soul diſdains, 

Or if the Joys of Life be worth the nan 
If it our happineſs at all import 

Whether the fooliſh ſcene be long, or ſhort. 
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If when wedo but aim at noble ends 


The attempt alone Immortal fame attends ? 
Tf for bad accidents, which thickeſt preſs 

On merit, we ſhou'd like a good cauſe leſs? 

Oc be the fonder of it for ſucceſs ? 

AH this is clear, wove in our minds it ſticks, ' 
Nor Az2m07, nor his Prieſt's can deeper fix; 
Without the Clergy's venal cant and pains 

Gods never-fruſtrate Will holds ours in chains, 
Nor can-we Act but what th? All-wiſe ordajns. * 
Who needs no voyce, nor periſhing words toaw 
Our wild deſires,and give his creatures Law: 
What e're to know, or needful was or fit. 

In the wiſe frame of human ſouls ?tis writ, 

Both what we ought to do, and what forbear, 
He once for all, did at our births declare. 
But never did he ſeek out Deſart Lands 

To bury truth in unfrequented Sinds; 

Ortoa corner of the World withdrew, 


Head of a ſe& and partial to a few, 


Natures 
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Nature's vaſt fabrick is his houſe alone, 


This Globe his foot-ſtool , and high Heay'n his 
( throne. 


In Earth, Air, Sea, and in who e're excells 
In knowing heads and honeſt hearts he dwells ; 
Why ſeek we then among theſe barren ſands, 


In narrow ſhrines and temples built with hands, 
Him whoſe dread preſence does all places fill? 
Or look but in our reaſon for his will ? 
All we e're ſaw-is God! in all we find 
- Apparent Prints of the eternal mind ; 
Let floating fools their courſe by Prophets ſteer 
And always of the future live i fear 
No Oracle, or Dream the erowd 1s told 
Can make me more or leſs refoly'd and bold. 
But fſurer death, which equally on all 
Both on the coward and the brave muſt fall, 
This faid, and turning with diſdain about, 
He left ſcorn'd Ammon to the vulgar Rout, 
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To his Grace the Duke of Ormond, apon 
bis leaving the Government of Ireland. 


"Ave wea farther trouble yet in ſtore, 
HE can our deſtinie afflit us more ? 

To loſe our Prince we thought too great a blo, 
And muſt we loſe his glorious Image too? 
1:cland for rtivre than twice ſeven years has bin 


Envy'd without, for being ſo bleſt within; 


While Plague, Fire, Famin, War abroad has 
(Reign'd, 


This only was the ſafe and happy Land; 
Which happineſs, great Sir, to you we owe 
Next to the God above and God below. 

The Iriſh Harp, which long abus'd had lain, 
Your skilful hand firſt brought intune again. 
And when ſome others by our. King were ſent 


To play upon the noble Inſtrument, 


Such 


(ao) 
Such was their Tgnorance, or their Error ſuch 
They prov'd but foyles to your Melodious touch. 
Into your hands then, which before it grac'd, 
The noble Inſtrument again was plac'd. 
On which a long, ſoft tune again you play'd, 
When Jarring diſcord didall elſe invade, 
And we rejoyc'd to think you wou'd play on: 
But Heavens and the Kings will muſt ſtill be done, 
While we ſubmit as humbly to that power 
Which can the bliſs, it takes away, reſtore, 
More we can't have, nor do we wiſh for more. 

© Adieu then, much lov'd Prince, 
With mournful hearts we make this Prayer for you, 
Greateſt and beſt of uncrown'd Heads adicu, 
And fince you muſt goe hence 
We'll waft you o're with ſteady Gales of Prayers, 


And bear you on a Sea of humble tears, 
All the Amends which for your mighty toyle, 
Can be return'd by a poor widow'd 1fle. 


Such 


(:anry 


Such now alas,. She 1s, and ne're till now 


That Or-0zds noble houſe did wholly from hergo, 
Not leaving to ſupport her mighty Mind, 
An Arran, or an Offry behind. 

May Heavens: choice bleſſings on %em all attend, 
And bring'em to a calm and glorious end. 
Glorious and calm may all their paſſage be 
As was the hour in whichthey pat to Sea. 

And landed, whereſoere her Or-m10::d goes, 
May Exgland doat on him as Ireland do's. 


i. 


— 


SONG. 
Reak, Break, ſad heart, unload thy grief, 


Give, give, thy ſorrows way. 


B 


Seek out thy only laſt relief, 
And thy haxyd Stars obey: 

T hoſe Stars that doom thee to revere 

WV hat do's themſelves ontſhires. 
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Ard plac'd her too i: frth a Syheay 
ORE / ſhe tan here be mine. 


B:eauſe Endymion oxce did move 
Nights Goddeſs 10 came down, 
And liſten to bis tale of Love, 
Ains not thor idly at the Moon. 
Be it thy pleaſure and thy Pride 
That wrecky on ſiretch't deſire, 
Thou canſt thy fierceſt torwments hide, 
| find ſilemtly expire. 


—_—_——__ = 
i 


To Damon. 


To inquire of him if he con d tell me by the 
Style, who writ ae a Copy of Verſes that 
came to me in an unknown Hand, by Mrs. 
"=: BY 


H, Damon, if thou ever wers't 
That certajn friend thou haſt profeft, 


Relieve 


(113) 


Relieve the Pantings of niy beart, 
Reſtore me to. my wonted relt, 


Latein the Silvian Grove I fat, 
Free as the Air, and calm as that ; 
For as no winds the boughs oppreſt, 
No ſtorms of Love were in my breaſt, 
A long Adieu I'd bid to that 
| Ere ſince Amintas prov'd ingrate. 
And with indifference, or diſdain, 
I lookt around upon the Plain. 


And worth my favor found no fighing Swain 5 


But oh, my Damor, all in vain 
I triumph'd in ſecurity, 

In vain abſented from the Plain. 
The wanton God his Power to try 
In lone receſſes makes us yeild, 

As well as in the open feild 5 

For where no human thing was found 
My heedleſs heart receiv'd a wound: 


I 


Aſiſk 
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Aſſiſt me, Shepherd, or I dye, 
Help to unfold this Myſtery. 


No Swain was by, no flattering Nymph was neer, 
Soft tales of Love to whiſper to my Ear. 
In ſleep, no Dream my fancy fir'd 
With Images, my waking wiſh deſir'd. 
| No fond Idea fil'd my mind ; 
Nor to the faithleſs ſex one thought inclin'd ; 
I ſigh'd for no deceiving youth, 
Who forfeited his vows and truth 3 
E waited no Aſſigning Swain 
' Whoſe diſappointment gave me pain. 
My faney did no proſpet take 
Of Conquelt's I deſign'd to make. 
No ſnares. for Lovers I had laid, 
Nor was of any ſpare afraid, 
But calmand innocent I fate, 
Content with wy indifferent fate. 
( A Medium, I confeſs, I hate, ) 


mA — For 
, F. D-- 4 
4 «« © >» 


I} 
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For when the mind fo' cqol 1s grown 
As neither Love nor Hate to own, 
The Life but dully lingers on. 


Thus in the midſt of careleſs thought, 


A paper to my hand was brought. 
What hidden charms were lodg'd within, 
To my unwary Eyes unſeen, 

Alas! no Human thought can gueſs 


But ho! it robb'd'me of my peace. 


A Philter 'twas, that darted pain 


Thro every. pleas'd and trembling vein, 
A ſtratagemy, to ſend a Dart 

By a new way 1nto the heart, 

Th Ignoble Policie of Love 

By a clandeſtin means to move, 

Which poſlibly the Inſtrument 

Did nere deſign to that intent, 

But only form, and complement. 

While Love did the occaſion take 


And hid beneath his flowres' a ſnake 
© 3 


%* 
£ t "Y 
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Ore every line did Poyſon fling 


* In every word he lurk't a ſting. 


So Matrons are, by Demons charms, 


Tho harmleſs, capable of harms. 


The verſe was ſmooth, the thought was fine, 


The fancy new, the wit divine. 
But fild with praiſes of my face and Eyes, 
My verſe, and all thoſe uſual flatteries 


To me as common as the Airs; 


Nor cou'd my vanity procure my care. 


All which as things of courſe are writ 
- And lefs to ſhew eſteem than wit. 
But here was ſome ſtrange-ſomthing more 
Than ever flatter'd me before ; 
My heart was by my Eyes miſled: 
' I bluſht and trembl'd as I read. 
And every guilty look confeſt 


I was with new ſurpriſe oppreſt, 


From every view I felt a pain 


© And by the Soul, I drew the Swain, 
a _ Charm- 
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Charming as fancy cou'd create 
Fine as his Poem, and as ſoft as that, 
I drew him all the heart cou'd move. 
I drew him all that women Love.. | 
And ſuch a dear Idea made 
As has my whole repoſe betray'd. 
Pigmalion thus his Image form'd, 
And for the charms he made, he ſigh'd and burn'd. 


Oh thou that know'ſt each Shepherds Strains ) 
That Pipes and Sings upon the Plains z 
Inform me where the youth remains. © ; 
The ſpightful Paper bare no name, 

Nor can I gueſs from whom it came, 

Or if at leaſt a gueſs I found, 

*Twas not YVinſtruCct but to confound. 


SONG of Buſſe, by Sir George Ethrege. 
| By Equipage. and Dreſs deſpair, 


Szuce Baſſet 3s come in, 


For nothing can oblige the fair 
. . Like. Money, and Morine, 
»O IB ODUOE CT: 9: 2-5: 


Is apy, Counteſs in diſtreſs 
She flzs not tothy Beau, - 
Tis cnly Cony. can redreſs ': 
Her grief with. a Routeau. | 


- 


By this bewitchs, "8, Com betray 4 
Po:r Love 7s bought and fold. _ 
Hnd that which ſhow d be a free T, beds, - 
Is now ingroſsd by Gold. 


Eves fenſe is broucht into diſgrace, 


Where company is mes 


Co 
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' Or ſilent ſtands, or leaves the Place, 


While all the talks Baſſet. 
Why, Ladys, will Jou ſtake your hearts, 
Where a Plain \ cheat is found, 


You firſt are rookt out of thoſe Darts, 
That gave your ſ?lves the wound. 


The time, which ſhou'd be kindly lent 


To plays and witty men, 
In waiting for a kaave is ſpent 
Or wiſhing for a ten. 


Stand | in defence f your own charms, 
Throw down this Favorite, | 
That threatens with his daxl: ing Arms 

Your Beauty and your Wit. 


What pity tis, thoſe conquering Eyes, 
Which all the World ſubdue, 


Shou'd while the Lover gazing dyes 


Be only on Alpue. 
l 4 


To 


(120) 


Mt 


— Cat - 
———_—_—___d—_ _ —_ 
” 


To the Lord Biſhop of Rocheſter, ou His 
_  Hiftory of the Plot written by His late 
Majefties command. . And an Apologie for 


theſe Verſes call'd the Advice to a Pain-| 
ter, by the ſame Author. 


My Lord, 


VwW® humble hope your goodnelſs will exe 
(culc 


The haſty zeal of an aſpiring Muſe ; 

I with unequal pace your ſteps perſue, 

And thought I trod ſecurely following you, 
Repenting now, like Phaeton, too late 

I feebly ſink beneath the Glorious weight. 

And own the work for all but you too great: 
The hand thatrivalPd Heaven took thence its fire 
' Er'e he the ſenſJels Machin cou'd inſpire 3 

| And the raſh Author wou'd attempt in vain, 


Unleſs he borraw'd your diviner Pen; 


. To 


Tun) 
To imitate or praiſe with equal flight 


What only Charles cou'd Diftate, only you cou'd 
( Write, 


If trouble paſt by repetition pleaſe, 
Tho meaner tongues the orateful tale reberſe, 
What mighty Raptures muſt theſe IIls create, 
Which bravely,as he conquer'd, you relate 3 
Our joys without our ſufferings had been leſs, 
And for the remedy, the wound we bleſs. 

So did not Catilines defeated rage 

Your much-lov?d 7wllies daring Pen engage, 
His Rome wou'd want one Glory of his tongue, 
| The World a Maſter-peece,and Fame a Song. 


(122) 
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Upon the Arrival of his Excellency Henry | 
Earle of Clarendon , And his entring up- 
on the Government of Ireland, Jan: 1685. 
by a M. of A. EY - a0 


Mart : E VE 


Phoſphore, redde diem, quid Gaudia no- 
ſter moraris, Czſare venturo, Phoſphore, 


redde Diem, 
WE Glorious Ormond, 2s belov'd as 
| © (Great, 
His gentle courſe of Government being run, © 
With the Day's ruler in the Ocean ſet 
And layd the burden of his Empire down. 


Like Northern Mariners, our longing Eyes 
A thouſand times towards the Eaſt were ſent, 


Expe@ing (till the ſame bright Sun wou'd riſe, 
And bring us back the joys that with him went. 


Meane 


(433). 
Meane while, the wifht-for bleſfing to enſare, 
Our earthly God defign'd for us below, * 
His abſence that we better tmygtit endure, 
Two ſhining Platers did on ns beſtow. 


Stars to benighted Travellers tiff dear, 
Benign and Joyful, as the God: of Light, 

Who whenſoere together they appear, 
Quickly remove all terrors of the Night. 


Ever Immortal Caſtor firſt did fhine, 
The Churches Anpel and the kingdoms Eye, 
With whom our Jove did noble Pollux joyn, 
| To ſhare in Caſtor's Immortality. 
The Radiant pair both now and heretofore 
Have made us ſafe with their united Beam. 


We fear'd no Rocks,nor heard we Tempelts roar, 


Enlighten'd once and influenc'd by them. 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps ſome noyſy bug-bears of the Night 

Or ſtalking ſhade,which dares not ſee the Day 
May howl and menace and the feeble fright 

And huff the timorous .... becauſe they may. 


Such empty Morzeo's poſſibly might ſcare. 
The unexperienc'd Mariners awhile, 

But theſe bright Stars ſuch happy omens are, 
As make the knowing at their threatnings ſmile, 


For now the ſhining Twins about to ſet 
Point .out to us another riſing Sun, 

Which will the fantoms of the Night defeat 
And make grim Spetters from his preſence run. 


Not the Illuſtrious Or-0zd, whoſe bright ray 
So long had cheer'd us, we deſtr'd it (till, 


But a new Sun will walk in Ormonds way 


And all that Princes brave deſire fulfil, 


Sprung 
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Sprung from a Loyal Sire ! Renoun'd, and wiſe; 
Akin to Princes and to Crowns allied : 


Whom Great men Honor and whom Good men 
( prile. 


How happy are we in fo bleſt a guide ! 


Hail, Glorious light ! long lookt for Sun, all Hail, 
Welcome as Day to Winter Paſſengers, 

Whoſe warm and powerful influence will not fail 
To raiſe our Spirits and repreſs our fears. 


He with wiſe conduct and refiſtleſs Art 
Will charm our foes and all our doubts will clear 
; 7 I 
Freſh vigor and new courage will impart, 


A frighted Church and fainting Kingdom cheer. 


Then, Irelazd, once more lift thy drooping head, 
And read thy fafety in thy Rulers face 3 


His Power which cou'd ey?n raile thee from the 
( Dead 


| Will ſoon reſtore thee to thy former grace. 


From 
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Fram forth an Orbe of able Stateſmen choſe 
By our diſcerning Monarch, wiſe, and juſt. 
He's judg'd molt fit thy troubles to compole, 
" And to make good thy Princes mighty truſt. 


Our Churches firm ſupport, and friend hel prove, 


_ Theſ.aws Inſtructor, Learnings Patron too, 
The good will cheriſh, and the Loyal love, 
_ Allthis, and more thanthis hel be, and do. 


Ariſe then, Gracious Clarcndox, and (way 
That People who have long'd for your Arrive 
Who love your Perſon, and with joy obey 
Even while the God-like Ormord is alive. 


The Sun and you do now together get, 
And give new life, new influence to men, 
May you, (unlike to him, ) or never ſet, 


'Or like him ever riſe to us agen, 


( 127) 


—_— 


A Poem againſt fruition written on the read.- 


ing in Mountains Efſzy : By Alexis. 


| H wretched Man ! whom neither fate can 
( pleaſe 


Nor Heavens indulgent to his wiſh can bleſs, 
Deſire torments him, or fruition cloys, 
Fruition which ſhou'd make hisbliſs,deſtroys; 
Far from: our Eyes th inchanting objedts ſet 
Advantage by the friendly diſtance pet, 
Fruition ſhews the cheat, andJviews 'ern near, 
Then all their borrow'd ſplendours plain appear, 
And we what with much care we gain and kill 
An empty nothing find , or real ill. 

Thus diſappointed, our miſtaken thought, 
Not finding fatisfaction which it ſought 


Renews its ſearch, and with much toyl and pain 


Moſt wiſely ſtrives to be deceiv'd again. 


Hurtied 
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Hurried by our fantaſtick wild deſire 
Weloath the preſent, abſent things admire, 
Thoſe we adore, and fair Idea's frame, 
And thoſe enjoy'd we think wou'd quench the 

( flame 

In vain, the Ambitious feaver ſtill returns 
' And with redoubled fire more fiercely burns, 
Our boundleſs yaſt defires can know no reſt, 
But travel forward ſtill and labour to be bleſt. 


Philoſophers and Poets ſtrove in vain 
The reſtleſs anxious Progreſs to reſtrain, 
And to their loſs ſoon found their Good ſupream 


An Airy notion and a pleaſing Dream. 

For happineſs 1s no where to be found, 

But flys the ſearcher, like enchanted ground. 

Are we then maſters or the ſlaves of things ? 

Poor wretched vaſlalls, or terreſtial Kings? 

Left to our reaſon, and by that betray'd, 
We loſe a preſent bliſs to catch a ſhade. 
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Unſatisfy'd with Beauteous natures ſtore 


The univerſal Monarch Man is otly poor. 


——.l 
DO — 


To Alexis in Anſwer to his Poem againſt 
| Fruition. 


A il hapleſs ſex! who bear no charms, 


But” what like lightnibg flaſh and are no 
| ( more, 


Falſe fires ſent down for -baneful harms, 

Fires which the fleeting Lover feebly warms 
And given like paſt Beboches o're, 
Like Songs that pleaſe, (tho bad, ) when new, 
But learn'd by heart neglected grew. 


In yain did Heav'n adorn the ſhape and face 
With Beautyes which by Angels forms it drew : 


In vain the mind with brighter Glories Grace, 


While all our joys are ſtinted to the ſpace 


K Oh 
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Of one betraying emerview, 
With one ſurrender to the eager will 


We 're ſhort-liv'd nothing, or a real ill. 


Since Man with that inconſtancy was born, 
To loye the abſent, and the preſent ſcorn. 
Why do we deck, why do we dreſs 
For ſuch a ſhort-liv'd happineſs? 
Why do we put Attraction on, 


Since either way TRE muſt be undon ? 


They fly if Honour take our part, 
Our Virtue drives *em ore the field. 
We loſe *em by too much deſert, 
And Oh/ they fly us if we yeild. 

Ye Gods ! isthere no charm in all the fair 


To fix this wild, this faithleſs, wanderer, 


( 131 ) 


Man / our great buſineſs and our aim, 
For whom we ſpread our fruitleſs ſnares, 
No ſooner kindles the deſigning flame, 
But to the next bright object bears 
The Trophies of his conqueſt and our ſhame : 
Inconſtancy's the good ſupream 


The reſt 1s airy Nation, empty Dream ! 


Then, heedleſs Nymph, be rul'd by me 

If ere your Swain the bliſs deſire; 

Think like Alexzs he may be 

Whoſe wiſht Poſſeſſion damps his fire 5 

The roving youth in every ſhade 
Has left ſome ſighing and abandon'd Maid, 
For tis a fatal leſſon he has learn'd, 
After fruition ne're to be concern'd. 


(192 ) 


_——_ 


— 


To Alexis, On his ſaying, I low'd a Man 
that talk'd much. by Mrs. B. 


Lexis, ſince youl have it fo 
A I grant I am impertinent. 
And till this moment did not know 
Thro all my life what 'twas I ment 3 


Your kind opinion was th? unflattering Glaſs, 
In which my mind found how deform'd it was: 


In your clear ſenſe which knows no art, 


I ſaw the error of my Soul ; 
And all the feebleſs of my heart, 
With one reflection you controul, 
Kindas a God, and gently you chaſtiſe, 


By what you hate, you teach me tobe wile, 


(133) 
Impertinence , my ſexes ſhame, 

(Which has ſo long my life perſu'd, ) 
You with ſuch modeſty reclaim 

As all the Woman has ſubdu'd, 


To ſodivine a power what muſt I owe, 


That renders me ſo like the perfet — you? 


That converſable thing I hate 
Already with a juit diſdain, 
Who Prid's himſclf upon his prate 
And is of word, (that Nonſenſe, ) vain 
When in your ' few appears ſuch excellence, 


They have reproacht, and charm'd me into ſenſe. 


For ever may Iliſtning ſit, 
Tho but each hour a word beborn : 
I wou'd attend the coming wit, 


And bleſs what can ſo well inform : 


Let the dull World henceforth to words be 
( damn'd, 


I'm into nobler ſenſe than talking ſham'd. 
K 3 A 
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A PasToRrar Pindarick. 


On the Marriage of the Right Honourable | 
tie Earle of Dorſet and Midlelex, to the | 
Lady Mary Compton. 


A DIALOGUE. 
Between Damon and Aminta. 


By Mrs. Behn. 


Aminta, 


Hither, young Damon, whither in ſuch 
( haſt, 


Swift as the Winds you f_ the Grove, 
The Amorous God of Day ſcarce hy'd ſo faft 
After his flying Love # 
| D tk: 0Mts 
Aminta, view my Face, and thence ſurvey 


My very Soul and all its mighty joy ! 


(I3s5 ) 


A joy too great to be conceal'd, 
And without ſpeaking is reveal'd ; 
For this eternal Holyday. 
A Day to ace th? Shepherds Kalendar, 
To {tand the glory of the circling year. 
Let it's bleſt date on every Bark be ſer, 
And every Eci4o its dear name repeat. 
Let ?*em tell all the neighbouring Woods and Plains, 
That Zy/idzs, the Beauty of the Swains, 
Our darling youth, our wonder and our Pride, 
Is bicix with fair Clemens for a Bride. 
Oh happy Pair! Let all the Groves rejoyce, 
And gladneſs fill each heart and every voycel! 


Aminta. 
Clemena! that bright maid for whom our Shep- 
( herds pine, 


For whom ſo many weeping Eyes decline ! 
For whom the Echos all complain, 
For whom with figh and falling tears 
The Lover in his ſoft deipairs 


K 4 Diſtu;bs 
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Diſturbs the Peaceful Rivers gliding ſtream ? 


The bright Clemera who has been fo long 

The deſtinie of hearts and yet ſo young, - 

She that has robb'd ſo many of content 

Yetis herſelf ſo Sweet, fo lnnocent. 
She, that as many hearts invade*, 

As charming Zyſidas has conquer'd maids, 

Oh tell me, Don, 1s the lovely fair 

Become the dear reward of all the Shepherds care. 

Has Lyaus that prize of Glory won 

For whom ſo many fighing Swains muſt be undon ? 
; Damon. 

Yes, it was deſiin'd from Eternity, 
They only ſhou'd each other's be, 

Hal, lovely pair, whom every God defign'd 

In your firlt great Creation ſhou'd be joyn'd. 

| Hminta. 

Oh, D:mor, this is vain Philoſophic, 


: 11s chance and not Divinity, 
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That guides Loves Partial Darts z 
And we in vain the Boy implore 
To make them Love whom we Adore. 


And all the ather powers take linge care of OR 
The very Soule's by intr'eſt ſway'd, ; 

And nobler paſſion now by fortune is betray 
By ſad experience this I know, 


And ſigh, Alas/ in vain becaule tis true. 


Damon, 
Too often and too fatally we find 


Portion and Joynture charm the mind, 
Large Flocks and Herds, and ſpacious Plains 
Becoms the merit of the Swains. 
But here, tho both did equally abound, 


"Twas youth, 'twas wit, was Beauty gave the equal 
{ wound ; 


Their Soules were one before they mortal being 
( found, 


Jove when he layd his awful Thunder by 
And all his ſofteſt Attributes put on, 


When 


(138) 
When Heav'n was Gay, and the vaſt Glittering 


( Sky 
With Deities all wondering and attentive ſhone, 


The God his Luckyeſt heat to try 

Form'd their great Soules of one Immortal Ray, 
He thought, and form'd, as firſt he did the World, 
But with this difference, That from Chaos came, 


Theſe from a beam, which, from his God-head 
( hurl'd 
Kindl'd into an everlaſting flame. 


He ſmiling ſaw the mighty work was good, 
While all theleſſer Gods around him gazing ſtood. 
He ſaw the ſhining Model bright and Great 

But oh/ they were not yet compleat, 

For not one God but did the flames inſpire; 


With ſparks of their Divineſt fire, 


Diana took the lovely Female Soul, 
And did its fiercer Atoms caol 5 ol 
Softn'd the flame and plac'd a Chryſtal Ice | 
About the ſacred Paradiſe, 


Bath'd it all or'e in Virgin Tears, 


Mixt 
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 Mixtwith the fragrant Dew the Roſe receives, 
Into the boſom of her untoucht leaves, 

And dry'd it with the breariif Veſtal Prayers, 
Juno did great Majeſtick thought inſpire 

And Pallas toucht it with Heroick fire. 


While Mars, Apollo, Love and Venus fate, 
About the Hero's Soul in high debate, 
Each claims it all, but all in vain contend, 
In vain appeal to mighty Jove, 

Who equal Portions did to all extead. _ 
This to the God of wit, and thatto Love, 
Another to the Queen of ſoft deſire, 
And the fierce God of War compleats the reſt, 

Guilds it all or'e with Martial fire; 
While Love, and Wit,Beauty and War expreſt 
"Their fineſt Arts, and the _—_ Beings all in Glory 

( dreſt. 

While each in their Divine imployments ſtrove 


By every charmtheſe new-form'd Pghts Cim- 


( prove, f 
They left a ſpace untqucht for mightyer Love. 


1he 
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The finiſhing laſt ſtrokes the Boy perform'd ; 
Who from his Quiver took a Golden Dart 
That cou'd a ſympkizing wound impart,f 


And toucht *em both, and with one flame they 
( burn'd. 


The next great work was to create two frames 
Of the Divineſt form, 


Fit to contain theſe heavenly flames. 


The Gods decreed, and charming L yſtdus was 
C born, 


Born, and grew up the wonder of the Plains, 
Joy of the Nymphs and Glory of the Swains. 


And warm'd all hearts with his inchanting 
( (trains ; 


| Soft were the Songs, which from his lips did flow, 
Soft as the Soul which the fine thought conceiv'd. 
Soft as the ſighs the charming Virgin breath'd 
The fi:ſt dear night of the chaſt nuptial vow. 


The noble youth even Daphrnis do's excel 


Oh never Shepherd pip'd and ſung fo well. 


Amint x. 


(141) 


Aminta. 
Now, Damon, you are in your proper ſphear, 


While of his wit you give a character. 
But who inſpir'd you a Philoſopher ? 


Damon. 
Old Coliz, when we oft have led our Flocks 


Beneath the ſhelter of the ſhad's and Rocks, 
While other youths more vainly ſpent their time, 
] liften'd to the wonderous Bard 3 
And while he ſung of things ſublime 
With reverend pleaſure heard. 
He ſoar'd to the Divine abodes 
And told the ſectets of the Gods. 
And oft diſcours'd of Love and Sympathy 3 
For he as well as thou and I 
Had ſigh't for ſome dear object of defire; 
But oh ! till now I ne're cou'd prove 


That ſecret myſtery of Love 3 


Ne're ſaw two hearts thus burn with equal fire. 


Aminta 


(142) 


| Aminta. 
But, oh! what Nymph e're faw the noble youth 


That was not to eternal Love betray'd ? 


Damon. 
And, oh ! what ſwain e're faw the Lovely maid, 


That wou'd not plight her his eternal faith / 

Not unblown Roſes, or the new-born day 

Or pointed Sun-beams, when they g1ld the skys, 
Are half {o ſweet, are halt fo bright and gay, 


As young Clemena's charming Face and Eyes! 


Aminta. 
Not full-blown flowrs,whea all their luſter's on 


Whom every boſom longs to wear, 
Nor the ſpread Glories of the mid-days ſun 
Can with the charming Lyſidus compare. 


Damon. 
Not the ſoft gales of gentle breez 


That whiſper to the yeilding Trees, 
Nor ſongs of Birds that thr6 the Groves rejoyce, 


Are half ſofweet,ſo ſoft,as young Clemena's voyce. 


Amints. 


( 143 ) 


Aminta. 
Not murmurs of the Rivulets and Springs, 


Waen thro the glades they purling glide along 


And liſten when the wondrous ſhepherd ſings, 


Are half fo ſweet as is the Shepherds ſong, 


Damon. 
Not young Dia in her eager. chaſe 


When by her careleſs flying Robe betray'd, 


Diſcovering every charm and every Grace, 


Has more {urpriiing Beauty than the brighter maid. 


Aminta. 


The gay young Monarch of the cheerful May 
Adorn'd with all the Trophies he has won, 
Vain with the Homage of the joytul day 
Compar'd to Lyſid#s wou'd be undone. 


Damon. 
Aminta, ceaſe; and let me haſt away, 


For while upon this Theam you dwell, 
You ſpeak the noble youth fo juſt, ſo well, 


I coud for ever liſtning ſtay, 


Aminta« 
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Aminta. 
And while Clemena's praiſe becoms thy choyce, 


My Raviſht ſoul is fixt upon thy voyce. 


Damon. — 
But ſee the Nymphs and dancing ſivains 
Aſcend the Hill from yonder Plains, 
| With Wreathes and Garlands finely made, 
To crown the lovely Bride and Bridegrooms head, 
And Iamongſt the humbler throng 
 _. My Sacrifice muſt bring 
A rural Hymeneal ſong, 
Alexis he ſhall pipe while I will fing. 
Had I been bleſt with Flocks or Herd 
A nobler Tribute I'd prepar'd, 
With darling Lambs the AltarsI wou'd throng :* 
But I, alas ! can only offer ſong. 
Song too obſcure, too humble verſe 


For this days glory to reherle, 


But Lyſdus, hike Heav'n, 1s kind, 


And tor the Sacrifice accepts the Humble mind. 


It 


(145 ) 


If he vouchſafe to liſten to my Ode 


He makes me happyer than a fancy'd God. 


2 —_ ——— 


On Defire 
A Pindarick By Mrs. B. 


Hat Art thou, oh! thou new-found 
'( pain? 
From what infeQtion doſt thou ſpring 2 


Tell me, —oh ! tell me, thou inchanting thing, 
Thy nature, and thy name; 
Inform me by what ſubtil Art, 
What powerful Influence, 
You got ſuch vaſt Dominion in a part 
Of my unheeded, and unguarded, heart, 


That fame and Honour cannot drive yee thence. 
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Oh ! miſchievous uſurper of my Peace ; 
Oh! ſoft intruder 6n my ſolitude, 
Charming diſturber of my eale, 
That haſt my nobler fate perſu'd, 
And all the Glorys of my lite ſubdu'd. 


: [. 
The buſineſs of the Day, nor ſilence of the night,| 


Thou haunt*ſ iny inconvenient hours 


That ſhou'd to cares and (leep invite, 


Can bid defyance to thy conquering powers. 


Where haſt thou been this live-long Age 


That from my Birth till how, 2 
Thou never coud'ſt one thought engage, 
( 


J01 


Or charm my ſoul with the uneaſy rage 
That made it all its humble feebles know ? 


Where wert thou, eh, malicious ſpright, 


When ſhining Honour did invite, 2 


(147) 


When intereſt call'd, then thou wert ſhy, 
Nor to my aid one kind propenſion brought, 
| Nor wou'd'ſt inſpire one tender thought, 
, When Princes at my teet did lye, 
JVhen thou coud'it mix ambition with my joy, 
hen peeviſh Phaxtoxe thou wer't nice and coy, 
"| Not Beauty cou'd invite thee then 
Nor all the Arts of laviſh Men! 
>INot all the powerful Rhetorick of the Tongue 
Not facred Wit cou'd charm thee on; 
Not the ſoft play that lovers make, 
Nor ſigh cou'd fan thee to a fire, 


Not pleading tears, nor vows cou'd thee awake, 


for warm the unform'd ſomthing to delire, 


Ott I've conjur'd thee to appear 
By youth, .by love, by all their powrs, 
Have fcarcht and fought thee every where, 


nl Na ſilent Groves, in lonely bows : 


L'2 On 
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C148 


On Flowry beds where lovers wiſhing lye, 
In ſheltering Woods where fighing maids 
To their aſioning Shepherds hye, x 

And hide their biuſhes in the gloom of ſhades} 
Yet there, even there, tho youth aſlaiPd, : 


Where Beauty proſtrate lay and fortune wood 
My heart inſenfible to neither bow'd 


Thy lucky aid was wanting to prevail. 


In courts I ſought thee then, thy proper ſphear } 

But thou in crowds we*rt ſtifl'd there, : 
Int'reſt did all the loving buſineſs do, : 
Invites the youths and wins the Virgins too. F 
Or it by chance ſome heart thy empire own 


( Ah power ingrate ! ) the ſlave muſt be andonl 


T<tjil me, thou nimble fire, that doſt dilate 


Thy mighty force thro every part, 


What God, or Human power did thee create 


In my, till now, unfacil heart ? 


(149 ) 


rt thou ſome welcome plague ſent from above 


In this dear form, this kind diſguiſe? 


Or the falſe offspring of miſtaken love, 
Begot by ſome ſoft thought that faintly ſtrove; 


With the bright peircing Beautys of Lyſanders 
® Eyes? 


| Yes, yes, tormenter, I have found thee now; 

df And found to whom thou doſt thy being owe, 
; *Tis thou the bluſhes doſt impart, | 
For thee this languiſhment I wear, ; 
Tis thou that trembleſt in my heart = ; 
When the dear Shepherd do's appear, 

I faint, I dye with pleaſing pain, 

My words intruding ſighing break | ; 

When e're I touch the charming ſwain 

When e're I gaze, when ere I ſpeak. 
Thy conſcious fire is mingPd with my love, 

Asin the fanCtify'd abodes 

Miſguided worſhippers approve 

The mixing Idol with their Gods. 


L 3 
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In vain, alas! in vain I ſtrive 


Wirh errors, which my foul do pleaſe and vex, | A 
For ſuperſtition will ſurvive, 


Purer Religion to. perplex, 


Oh 1 tel] me you, Philoſophers, in love, 
That can its burning feaveriſh fits controul, 
By what ſtrange Arts you cure the ſoul, 


Ani the fierce Calenture rem::ve ? 


Tell me, yee fair ones, that cxchange deſire, 


_ How tis you hid the kinyling fire, 
ON! wou'd you but confe(s the truth, | 


It 15 net real virtue makes you nice: 


put when you do refit the preftiing youth, 

*Tis want of dear deſire, to thaw the Virgin [ce, 
And Walle your young adorers lye 

Ail languiſtung and hopciels at your teet, : 
Ratling new Trophies to your chaſtity, 


Qa tell me, how you do remain diſcreet ? 


How | 


{1973 


| How you ſuppreſs the riſing ſighs, 
And theſoft yeilding foul that wiſhes in your Eyes ?. 
| Whiletoth' admiring crow'd you nice are found); | 


Some dear, ſome ſecret,youth that gives the 
Ce ( wound 


Informs you, all your virtu's but a cheat 
And Honaur but a falſe diſguiſe, 

Your modeſty a neceſlary bait 

To gain the dull repute of being wile. 


| Deceive the fooliſh World--.--- deceive it on, 
And veil your paſitons in your pride; 
| But now Þ ve found your feebles by my own, 


From me the needful fraud you cannot hide. 


Tho tis a mighty power muſt move 
The ſoul to this degree of love, 
And tho with virtue I the World perplex, 
Ly/ander finds the weeknels of my lex, 
So Hel:# while from 7heſeus arms ſhe fled, 
To charming Pqris yeilds her heart and Bed. 


L 4 SO NG. 
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S O N G. By aperſon of Quality. 


| H cruel Beauty, cowd you prove 


More tender or leſs fair. 

You neither wou' d provoke my Love 
Nor cauſe me to deſpair, 

- But your diſſembling charming Eyes 
My eaſy hope beguiles, 

And thi a Rock beneath%em lys 
The tempting ſurface ſmiles.: 


To what your ſex 0 onrs impoſe 
My humble Love comply'd, 

And when my ſecret I diſclos'd 
Thought modeſty deny'd 3 

Tes ſure, ſaid I, her geilding heart 
Pertakes of my deſire, 

But nicer Honour feigns this part 

To bide the riſing fire. 


Againſt 


(153) 
Againſt your mind my jute I told, 
And ſlighted v;ws renew'd, 
Vet you inſenſibly were cold 
And I but wainly woo'd. 


Then for return a ſcorn prepare 
Or lay that frown aſide, 

Aﬀedted coyneſs I can bear 
But hate inſulting Pride. 


| $0NG By a perſon of Quality. 


Nader the Beams of Celia*s Eyes, 
| Bl See the fair Shepherd panting lys, 
For whom all other Beauty dys ? 

Him tho ſhe burn with equal fire 
She ſuffers at her feet t' expire 
Preferring glory to deſire. 


(154) 


Dze then, oh dye, unhappy ſwain, 
And leave her to lament in vain 
The cruel ſports of her diſdain 5 

Yor fall a Pablique ſacrifice 

Since ſhe will weep away thoſe Eyes | 


VR . 


By whoſe eacb look a lover dyes. 


SONG. 1. by the ſame hand. 


\ Hen ſable night had conquer d day, 
g "od Beauteons Cynthia roſe, 

As Tin tears refleding lay 
Oz Cloe's faithleſs vows. 

7 he God of Love appear'd to me? 
70 heal my wounded heart, 

Th: Tzfluencing Deity 

Hith pleaſure ard each Dayt, 


(155) 


Fond man, ſaid he, here end thy wo, 
Till ſhe my power and Juſtice kiow, 
T he fooliſh Sex ſhall all do fo. 


Ms 


And for thy eaſ-, belieue #0 
Ts perfect without pain, 


7 he faireſt Summer hurtful j-: 
Without ſom: ſhowrs of Rain. | 

The Joys of Heaven who won'd priſe 
If men to0 obeaply. bought, 

The dareſt pint of mortal Joys 
Moſt charming is wh 2 forght, Ci 


And tho with droſs true Love they pay, 
Thoſe that know fineſt metals ſay, 
No Goli will coyn without allay. 


(156) 


Zo 
But #hat the generous Lover may 


Not always ſigh in vain, 
The cruel Nymph that kills to day 
To morrow (hall be ſlain. 
The littl: God no ſooner ſpoke, 
| But from my ſight he flew, 
And T1 that groarn'd with Cloe”s yoak, 


Found Loves revenge was true. 


Her proud hard heart too late did turn; 
With fiercer flames than mine did burn 3 
While I as much began to ſcorm. 


(157) 


A Paſtoral Song on the late King. 
; VV Hy, Phillis, 3» this monrnful dreſs, 
4h! why ſo full of Tears, 
Theſe ſighs, my deareſt Shepherdeſs, 

Suit not thy tender years. 
Z hy ſheep lye panting on the plain 

Not one of them will feed 
Thy Lambs in peircing crys complais 


Whence,whence, does this proceed £ 


Ah, Strephon, we are all undone, 
With trembling voyce, ſhe ſaid, 
| The beſt of Men to Heaven is gonz, 
| The great Amintor's dead. 
What will become of thou and L, 
Of theſe dear Flocks thit moan, 
1 hey will be Stole, and we ſhall dye, 


Now wiſe Amintor's gone £ 


(158) 


Beſt bleſſings reſt upon his Soul, 
The Loyal Swain reply'd, 
Tet let this thought thy greif controul, 


Pan does for us provide 3 

And tho the brave Amintor's g one, 
Alexis does remain, 

Since he is left we're nit undone, 


Nor ought we to complain, 


In him our loſs is made amends, 

Hell us in ſafty keep 

From whigiſh Swains he'll us defend, 

From the French Fox our Sheep 

Then cheer thy Flocks and weep no more, 
But ſtop that pious tide, 

With Voice and Pipe lets Pan adore, 

For ſending ſuch a guide. 


( 159 ) 


The Departure. - 0 k 

| F by Damon: Nouem. 78. ] T i 

I Never knew what *'twas to mourn, ; 
E Ere the too haſty glaſs had run k 


Which meaſur'd every thought of mine : 


Still as I offer'd at Loves ſhrine 


My heart a bleeding Sacrifice, 
The conqueſt of Aminta's Eyes. 
Thoſe ſhining objects of my Love, 
_ How did the ſearching paſhion rove, — f 
O're all my ſoul its quickning fire jp 
Melted my heart with ſoft delire, k 
While my Amintz blelt this plain, , 
I never felt another pain 

Than Lovez which always do's belong 


| To the gentle Amorous throng 3 


( 160 ) 


But now 
Oh! wonder not, great God of Love, 


If the ſtrong paſſion ceaſe to move 
Within my ſoul ; Aminta's gone, 
And left me here to ſigh alone. 
How vain dos the vaſt Globe appear d) | | 
No fweetning pleaſures can live here, 

While bright Aminta is not neer.. 
No warbling notes which fill the Wood, 


Nor murmurs which the ſtreams afford, q 
Can raiſe in me that harmony : 
Which raviſht with ſuch extaſte. | 4 
When the fair ſhe approacht , each charm , 
Guarded my humble ſoul from harm, I \ 
Nothing can now tranſport or cheer , 
A tortur'd ſoul that's fill'd with fear | ( 


Since lov d Aminta quits the place, 
Which ſhe with Innocence did Grace. 


Then wiil I wander to ſome Grove 


| Where Ple lament my abſent Love, 


( 161) 


| And with ebld Winter ſtill complain ſl 
Till the loſt ſpring return again. bg 

| 
| rr mmm —_ I} 
: (108 
: To Amintas, h b 


Upon neding the Lives of ſome of the Ro- 
mans, by Mrs. B. 


AR thou, Amintes liv'd in hn —_ 


( age, | 

Y hen hardly Beauty was to nature known, f 
What numbers to thy (ide might'ſt thou engage | 
Arid conquer'd Kingdoms by thy looks alone ? | 
That age when valor they did Beauty name, { 

| When Men did juſtly our brave ſex prefer, ; 
| [Cauſe they durſt dye, and ſcorn the publick ſhame \ 


Of adding Glory to the conqueror. 


(162) 


Had mighty Scipio. had thy _— os, 


Great Sophonisbe'had refas'd todye,' 


_ Her paſſion o're the ſenſe of nn 


Had gain'd the more ——_— victory. 


Nor leſs wou'd Meſriſ too | have done, 
But to ſuch Eyes, as to his Sword \ wou 'd bow, 
| For neither ſex can here thy fetters ſhun, 


| Being all Scipio, and Amintas too. 


Had'ſt thou great Ceſar been, the greater Queen, 
Wou'd rrembling have her mortal Aſps lay'd by 
In thee ſtie had not only Cafar ſeen, 

But all ſhe did adore in Antony. 


Had daring Sextus had thy lovely ſhape, 

The faireſt Woman living had nor dy'd. 

But bleſt the darkneſs that ſecur'd the Rape, 

' Suffering her Pleaſure to havedebauch't her Pride. 


Not] - 


( 16 z) 


Nor had he ſtoln to Rowe to have quencht his fire, 
If thee reſiſtleſs in his Camp he'd ſeen, - 
Thy. Eyes had” kept his virtue all intire, 


And Rome a happy monarchy had been, 


Had Pompey lookt like thee, thd he had prov'd 
The vanquifht, yet from Fgyprs faithleſs King 


He:had receiv'd the vows of being belov'd, 
'In ſtead of Orders for his ug : 


But here, Amintas, thy misfortune lys, 
Nor bravenor good are 1n our age eſteem'd, 

| 
Contenr thee then with meaner vicorys, - | 


Unleſs that Glorious age cou'd be redeem?d. ; 


(164) 
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0n the firſt diſcovery of falſemeſs in Amintas. 
By Mrs. B, | 


AF Ake haſt! make haſt! my miſerable ſoul, | 
. To ſome unknownand ſolitary Grove, 


| Where nothing may thy Languiſhrment controle 
Where thou mailtnever hear the name of Love, 
Where unconfin'd, and free, as whiſpering Air, 
Thou maiſt careſs and welcome thy deſpair: 
Where. no,diflembl'd:compliſance may veil 
| The-griefes with which, my ſoul; thouart op- 
| 


| (prelt. 
But "7 breath thyſelf out in a tale 
That may declare the cauſe of thy unreſt: | 


The toyles of Death 'twill render far more light 
And ſoon convey thee tothe ſhades of night. 


Search 


4 
4 
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Search then, my ſoul, ſome unfrequented place, 


z 
Ta. 
* 
£2 
1 


Some place that nature meant her own repoſe: 


When ſhe her-ſelf with-drew from human race, 


Diſplea5'd with wanton Lovers vows and oaths. 


| Where Sol cou'd never dart a buſy Ray, 


And where the ſofter winds ne're met to play. 


By the ad purling of fome Rivulet 
Ore which the bending Yewand Willow grow, 
That ſcarce the glimmerings of the day permit, 
To view the melancholy Banks below, | 


Where dwells no noyſe but what the murmurs 
( make, 


When the unwilling ſtream the ſhade forſakes. 


There on a Bed of Moſs and new-faln leaves, 


Which the Triumphant Trees once proudly 
( bore, 


Tho now thrown off by every wind that breaths, 
Deſpis'd by what they did adorn before, 


( 8 | 66 ) 
And who, like uſcleſs me, regardleſs lye | 
While ſpringing beautys do the boughs ſupply. | 1 


There lay thee down ,my ſou] a breath thy laſt, 
| And calmly tothe unknown Tegions fly 5 | 

But ere thou do'ſt thy | ſtock of life exhauſt, = 
Let the ungrateful know, why tis you dye. 

Perhaps the gentle winds may chance to bear - 


Thy dying accents to. A4mintas ear. 


| Breath out thy Paſſion; te]l him of his power 
And how thy flame was once by him approv'd. 
Haw ſoon as wiſht he was thy conqueror, 


No ſooner ſpoke of Love, but was belov'd. 


His wonderous Eyes, what qyeak reliſtance ſound, 


While every charming word begat a wound 2 


Here thou wilt grow impatient to » be gone, 


And thro my wil'ing Eyes will filent paſs, | 
into the {ticam that gently glides along, 
But ttay thy haſty flight, C my Soul, ) alas, 


(167) 


A thought more cruel will thy flight ſecure, .- 


£1 
2 
2 
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| Thought, that canno admittance give to cure, 


Think, how the proſtrate Infidel now Ion 
An humble ſuppliant at anothers feet, x 
; Think, while he begs for pity from her Eyes. 


| He ſacrifices thee with-out regreet. 
| Think, how the faithleſs treated thee laſt night, 


And then, my tortur'd ſou}, aſſame thy flight. 


SONG. 


Eaſon at laſt has got the day, 
mn. Silvia's yoke 225 more Þ bow, FL” 


The harder "twas to break away, 


The ſweeter is my freedome now, 
| Tet I reſolve the ſcornful Nymph to ſee, 
| And tell ber, I'm as unconcer#d as ſhe. 


DEI we 


( 168 ) 
But why ſhou'd 1 4 viſit make, 

To her whoſe charms 1 did admire, 
Onleſs my ſoul her part dooſt take, 


Onknowing of i'ts amorous fire? 
Alas ! my flames are greater than before, 


a dd 


For he loves moſt, who thinks he loves no morg. 


On a Blew ſpot made in a Ladys neck by Gun- 
powder, by a perſon of Quality. 


We blew is that that do's ſo charming 
=: goo ws ſhew, 


A Hill of Saphire in a Field of Snow. 
Where Loyein ambuſh Iys to. ſhoot his Nerd, 
Ard make a prey of the beholders hearts. 
Of that fine ſpot what cauſe can be aflign'd, 
Was it by nature or by art delign'd ? 
Nature ſo bulte was to make your face, 

In beautyfying it with every grace, 

Shee cou'd not mind any interjor part, 


$0 that this needs muſt bethe work of Art: 


Powder 


C 169 ) 
Powder, which firſt was for deſtruction meant, 
Was here converted into ornament ; 
B:i; yet retains its wonted nature till, 


And from your neck, as from a Port do's kill. 


0n Dydo. 


LITE Djabo, all her life 
As well a Miſtreſs, as a Wife, 


No ſooner dys her Husband, but ſheflys; 
No ſooner flys her Lover, but ſhe dys. 


SONG. 


S the inammr'd Thirſls lay 
A With his Silvia reconcil d, 
ww hoſe Eyes did brighter beams diſplay, 

While the lovely charmer {mil d. 


(170) 


With Joy tranſported cry'd, my dear, 


. Let us, let ns, often jar, 


Peace always ſweeteſt do's appear 
After ſharpe fatignes of War. 


No, ſaid the Nymph, miſtaken ſwaig, 


"Tis beſt our quarrels to give ore. 


Kingdoms may jar, and cloſe again, 


But broken Love cements no more. 


MY tm Bc. 
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The wealthy Lord, or humble Swain 


The Choyce, 


Tvia, of all your Amorous train 


The Black, the Brown, or Fair, 


For whom will you declare? 


If wealth or Beauty do prevail, 
My claim I then reſign; 
If truth and love, I cannot faile, 


And 9:1via muſt be mine, 


a Aa ex. 
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A Letter to Aſtrea. 
TT Mu, which fair 4ſtres firſt inſpir'd, 


Has droopt and loſt its flame ſince ſhe re- 
” (tir'd; 


And to the feather'd Poets which belong 
To Groves reſigns her fainting Song. 
Nor 1s this : Lethargy her fate alone 
For general dulneſs has poſſeſt the Town, 
The Town that now can boaſt no cro:aded ſtreet, 
Where none but ſharp-ſet younger Brothers meet 
For well they know their mirth and Wit, (alas! 
Their only coyn, ) will not th country pals, 
Yet ina cloud of ſmoke o're Coffee dry, 
What pleaſure tis to hear the Sharpers cry. 
 Pox0 this buſineſs, that ſtill ticks and dwells 
Upon my hands and k eps me from the I ells, 
But I reſolve a bold eſcape ta make, 
Ang to throng'd Tunbridg 4 fh:rt Jorney take 3 

| »h 


TEC Gn IO Oe 


(172) 
My humbleſt ſervice to Eliza give, 
And when your Gloriana ſhall receive 
Your next, let my reſpe&s bave then a place: 
Let fair Aſtrea laſt be pleas'd to grace 
Theſe lines with her acceptance, and excuſe 
The broken Language of a dying Muſe. 
Since ſh:'s already drawing to @ cloſe, 
To write in verſe I can no more propoſe, 


What next I ſend expeF in honeſt proſe. 


To Mrs B. from a Lady who had adefereto 


fee her, and who complains on the ingra- © | 
titnde of her fugitive Lover. | 


Ind are my Stars indeed but that ſo late 
| < And I ſtranger to a gentle fate, 


It ſuch a one I meet and chance to know , 
1 have nor proper words to call it ſo, 
Wondering at happineſs, ſurpris'd as] far 
As a rough General always traind to War, 


Snatch'd 
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Snatch'd from the midſt,of cruet fierce alarms, / 
Into a thouſand ynexpeted charms ; 
A joy like this, how ſhall I entertain, 


With a heart wounded, and a ſoul in panz : 


In my laborious enterpriſes croſt, 

My life near Firs, and: the Day quite loſt: 
Clone had a Swain, and lov'd theyouth, | 
Not for his Beauty but his ſeeming truth, ; 
Not for a goodly- herd or high deſcent, 

_.( Ah that no God my ruin wouldiprevent, ) | 
What tho the Swain had neither Sheep not land, 
I ſcon'd the goods of fortunes partial hand; 
So. generous was my paſſion for the '{lave, 
Becauſe I equally ſuppos'd him brave. 

Oh ! give me leave to ſigh one ſad adieu, - 
Then wholly dedicate myſelf to you. 

I have no buſineſs here but: to complain 

Of all the treaſons of an iograte Swain, 

Since my inhumane perjur'd Shepherd's gone, 


Night four ſeven times has put her mantle on, 


And 
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And. three ſeven times Arora has appeat'd, 


Since laſt I from the cruel Strephon heard 3 
Whither he: lives,: is dead; or on what ſhore, 
( Patience, ye Gods | alas Iknow no more, 
Then why my Stars do my deſtruCtion preſs, 
Send: me . your pity, bounteous Shepherdeſs 3 
That I the face of * grief no more may know, . 
If I deſerve It that.cou'd Love ſo low; - 
Conlult not that, :but charity and give _ 
One tender. pittying ſigh - that F may live: | 
( That I may: thug make my complaint to you, ) 

; Kind are my. Starsindeed at. laſt *tis true 
Let not my. rude and untam'd griefs deſtroy, 
The early glimmerings of an infant joy : 
And add not. yaur negle&, for it you doe, 
Clone finds her deſolation .too ! 


Know this it ,yet remains in. your fair breaſt, 


To render methe happy or unbleſt. 


You may act miracles if you'l be kind, 


Make me true joys in real ſorrows find 3 


| And 
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And bleſs the hour I hither did -purſue _ 


A faithleſs Swain and found acceſs to you: - .: - 


a 


Accept the heart 1 here to you preſent, 

By the ingratitude of Strephoz rents, _, + 
Till then gay, noble, full of. brave diſdain, ;. _ 
And unleſs yours prevent ſhall be again. -. .; 
As once it was, if in your generous breſt, . :;;::;: | 
It may be Penſioner at my requeſt ; 

No more to Treaſons ſubje& as before _ 

To be betray'd by afair tale no more, . 

As large as once, as: uncontroulÞ'diand free, 


But yet at your command ſball always be. _ 
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To the fair Clarinda, who made Lowe to me, 
 emagin'd more than Woman .By Mrs. B. 
? Air lovely Maid, or if that Title be 
Too weak, too Feminirie for Nobler thee, 7 * 
Permit a Name that more Approaches Trath: 


And let mecall thee, Lovely Charming Youth. 


This 


This laſt will juſtfi@ny ſoft complaine, 
While that eray ſerve tolefien my conftraint 5. _. 
And withotit BluſhiesT the Youth perſue, 1 
When ſo much beattteous Woman: isin view, | | 
Againſt thy Charnis we ſtruggle but mivaln yo 
With thy deduding/Forn'thougiv'ſ us-pain, | 
While efiebright Nymph betrdysusro the Swain.) 
In pity to our Sex fare 'thow wertſeng, | 1 1 
That we- might Love;- and yetbe'Innocents © | 
For ſure no Crinwwith thee we:catrcommniit 4. : ©. 

Or if weſhowd_imuothyFormexouſesit, | e” 
For who, that gathers kaireſt Flowers believes: 
A _ Hneehig bet neathithe Fragrant Leaves, | 


' Thou hnm———, Wonder of a different kind, 
Soft Cloris with the dear Alexis ) joiq' dz 
 Whener the Manly part of thee, wou'd plead 


Thou tempts us with the Image of the Maid , 
While wethe nobleftPaſlions doextend 
The _— to Hermes, Aphrodite the Erica, 
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